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Landslide for Shakespeare 


by Earl J. Dias 


Characters 
Mr. CLEMENS 
Mrs. CLEMENS 
MiLpRED WATSON 
Bop KRAMER 
Lity BANKS 
Dizzy GREEN 
Horace OLDHAM 
SALLY Rowe 
Kicut SruDENTS 

SCENE | 

Time: Early afternoon. 

Serrine: The Lily Cup, a hangout for 
Benson High School students. 

Ar Rise: Mr. and Mrs. CLEMENS, 
proprietors of the Lily Cup, are busy 
behind the counter. Mus. CLEMENS, 

a_ tall, 


woman, 


pessimistic 
is drying glasses. Mr. 
CLEMENS, a stout, cheerful man, 1s 


thin, somewhat 


putting out a new supply of candy 
At one of the tables, Mitprep 
Watson, attractive, poised, and a bit 


bars. 


cynical, is sipping a soft drink. 
Mitprep: It’s as quiet in here as a 
rainy Sunday in West Overshoe, 


Alaska. The 
high school kids will be out soon, 
won’t they? 
Mrs. CLeMENs: 
all right. 
the place will sound like a boiler 


Looking at watch) 


They’ll be out soon 
And when they get here, 


factory going full blast and working 

overtime. (Sighing) My poor head 
is aching already just thinking of 
the bedlam. 

Mr. CLemens: Cheer up, Mother. Ii 
it weren’t for the kids, we’d prob- 
ably starve to death. 

Mrs. CLemens: At least, it would be 
a nice, quiet sort of starvation. 

Miuprep: And what do you and Mr. 
Clemens think of the new local hero? 


Mr. Ciuemens: You mean Horace 
Oldham? 
Mitprep: [ certainly don’t mean 


Napoleon Bonaparte. 
Mr. Ciemens (Coming from behind th 
counter to stand by Mitonen’s tabl 


I'l) tell you, Miss Watson. We 
haven’t had as much excitement 
around here since Joe Spencer's 














brindled cow produced a t wo-headed 
calf. The place has been frantic. 


Mrs. Cremens: That’s the under- 
statement of the year. 
Mr. Ciemens: You never heard so 


much fuss about Shakespeare in all 
your life. 
Mitprep (Jronically): He’s a fairly 
well-known playwright, you know. 
Mr. Cremens: If he waan’t, he 
(ll the kids go around 


cer- 
tainly 1s NOW 
quoting Hamlet and Macheth. 

Mrs. Ciemens: Most of the time this 
place sounds like the Globe Theatre 
on a day when there was standing 
room only 

Mitprep: You know, I’ve 


never seen 


Horace, except on television. He 
looks like a quiet, harmless soul. 
Mr. CLEMENS: 

That kid wouldn’t 
cuddly kitten 
so smart, 
Mrs. Ciuemens: He’s smart all right. 
Must take after his father 


professor at State University. 


He always has been. 


suy boo to a 


I never knew he was 


he’s a 


Mitprep: In any event, I’ve got to 


interview him My city editor, 
honest John Jenkins, the scourge of 
the Blade, 


thrown the assignment at my head. 


Benson Evening has 


(Sips drink) You people know as 
much about the situation as anyone 
Do I the facts 
straight? Horace has now appeared 


in Benson have 
for three weeks in a row on television 
on “Jam the Jackpot.” His category 
is Shakespeare. He is now up to 
$5,000, and if he wins tonight, he 
gets the $10,000 jackpot. $10,000! 
Mmm! What a lot of minks and 
sables that would buy! 

Mrs. That’s about it, 


(CLEMENS: eXx- 
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cept that the sponsor of the program 
also will donate $5,000 to any enter- 
prise that the winning contestant 
names. 

Minprep: They say charity begins at 
home. I wish I could be the enter- 
prise that Horace names if he wins. 

Mr. Criemens: I’m telling you, that 
boy Horace is a genius. You ought 
to hear the questions he has an- 

He more 

Shakespeare than Shakespeare him- 

It’s uncanny. (There is the 

sound of voices outside. Laity, Bon, 

and a group of high school students 

Fight of these 

need do nothing but sit at tables, 


swered. knows about 


self. 


enter chatting norsily. 
order cokes, and the like, and con- 
Lity and Bos sit at 
together. 


tinue chatting. 
lable 


tion 18 heard above the low murmuring 


Ou Their COnVeTSa- 
Orders! 
Orders! (The young people shout out 
such orders as “lemon coke.’’ 


and laughter of the others.) 


“*straw- 
berry coke,”’ “orangeade,”’ andthe 
like. 

Bow: What’ll you have, Lily? 

Laity (/ndifferently): Anything at all. 
After that test today, I 
probably should have a cup of hem- 
lock. 

Bon: Make it two lemon cokes, Mr. 
Clemens. 


Latin 


Mr. Ciemens: Coming up. 

Bon: I suppose the great Horace Old- 
ham will be in soon with his parade 
of admirers. 

Lity: Don’t be bitter, Bob. 
is sweet 


Horace 

and so brilliant. 

Bos: He’s brilliant all right. I'll bet 
he doesn’t know enough to come in 
out of the rain. 

Lity: He knows Shakespeare, and 














that seems to be worth money these 
days. 

Bos: By golly, you’ve been paying 
plenty of attention to him. It’s 
ghastly the way all you girls hang 
on his every word as though he were 
an oracle or something. 

Lity: Mr. Bob Kramer, there comes a 
time in a girl’s life when she realizes 
brains may be more important than 
brawn. You may be the football 
captain, but there are other things 
in life besides chasing a pigskin up 
and down a field. 

Bos: For Pete’s sake, what’s wrong 
with football? You used to think 
it was just great. 

Lity: Let’s not talk about muscles, 
Bob. It’s the mind that counts. 
Just think what has ac- 
complished. 

Bos: I’ve got nothing against brains. 
After all, I don’t have a pointed 
head, and I can read without moving 
my lips. Didn’t I get all “B’s’’ on 
my report card? 

Lity: Horace got all “A’s.”’ 

Bos: For Pete’s sake, Horace again. 
What’s the use? 

Lity: You shouldn’t be so mean about 
Horace. He likes you. In fact, he 

He says he’s 
always wanted to play football him- 
self, but he doesn’t weigh enough. 

Bow: I suppose he’s all right in his 
way, but he certainly isn’t the foot- 
ball type. Anyway, as far as foot- 
ball goes, we'll be lucky if we even 


Horace 


really admires you. 


have a team next season. 
Lity (Indifferently): Really? 
Bos: You sound all broken up about it. 
Lity: I’m positively shattered. 
Bos: We need new bleachers. 


The 








ww 


old ones have practically been con- 

demned, and the grass on the play- 

In 
fact, the whole field needs a face-lift- 
ing job. 
money this year, because they’re 
building the new junior high school 
and because the teachers have just 
been given a raise. 

Lity: Teachers have to eat, too. 

Bos: | know that — but the 
ought to have a decent field. 

Mitprep (Rising and coming to their 
fable): I couldn’t help overhearing 
you. I’m Mildred Watson of the 
Blade. 

Lity: How do you do, Miss Watson. 
I’m Lily Banks, and this is Bob 


ing field needs to be re-seeded. 


The town can’t spend the 


team 


Kramer. 
Mitprep: Bob Kramer? You're 
Benson High’s football captain, 


aren’t you? 

Bos (Gloomily): I’m the only football 
captain in the nation whose team 
probably won’t have a field to play 
on next season. 

MiLprep: Yes, | 
Anyway, Benson High is certainly 
in the national spotlight. 
Oldham has put the town on the 


know about that. 


Horace 


map. Do you know him? 
Lity (/nthusiastically): Yes! 
Bos (Gloomily): Yeah. 
Mitprep: Then I wonder if you’d do 
a favor for me. 
Lity: Of course, Miss Watson. 
Mitprep: When 
will you introduce us? 


Horace comes in, 

I have to 
interview him. 

Bos: You'd better see Dizzy Green 
then. 

Mivprep: Dizzy Green? 


Lity: He’s Horace’s self-appointed 








manager. He’s like a mother hen 
to Horace. 

Bor: Horace needs somebody to lead 
him around. 
stick. 

Lity: Don’t mind Bob, Miss Watson. 
He’s just jealous. (Sound of voices 
again. Dizzy GREEN, a short, 
stocky, breezy boy, enters, followed by 
Horace Ovpnam, who is tall, thin, 
bespectacled, and rather mousy in ap- 
pearance, and SALLY 


That boy is an odd 


town, a be- 

spectacled, pleasant girl. The three 
go to an empty table.) 

Dizzy (Loudly): Hear ye! Hear ye! 
Horace Oldham, the pride of Benson 
and the world’s greatest authority 
on William Shakespeare, has ar- 
rived! (Students at tables yell “Hi, 
Horace!” “Hello, Dizzy!” and the like. 
Dizzy opens a large book he is carry- 
ing.) Horace, here is question one: 
to whom was the First Folio of 1623 
dedicated? 

Horace (Quietly): To the Earl of 
Pembroke and the Earl of Mont- 
gomery. Both were Knights of the 
Garter. 

Sautiy: That’s wonderful, Horace. 

Horace (Sniffing slightly): Thank you, 
Sally. (Mr. CLEMENS comes quickly 
to table) 

Mr. CLEMENS: Say, was that a sniff 
I heard, Horace? You're not getting 
a cold, are you? You've got to be 
in shape for tonight. 

Horace: Just a little hay fever, Mr. 
Clemens. 

Mr. Ciemens: I can fix you a Sulka- 
Seltzer in no time at all. 

Dizzy: Fear not! All is well. Dizzy 
Green is on the job. I’ve already 
given Horace his vitamin pills for 


the day, Mr. Clemens, and I super- 
vised his nap during study period. 

Mr. Cremens: I'll get cokes for you, 
anyway. 

Sauty: Thanks. (7o Horace) Who 
spoke the following: “Blanch and 
Sweetheart, see they bark at me.” 

Horace: King Lear said it Act 2, 
Scene 6. 

Sautiy: Good. Golly, that $10,000 is 
practically in your pocket now. 

Dizzy: Not to mention the $5,000 for 
an enterprise of his choice. How 
beautiful those crisp, green bills will 
feel! 

Horace: Please! There’s plenty about 
Shakespeare I don’t know. (LiLy 
comes to table, followed by Bon and 
MILDRED. ) 

Lity (Sweetly): Hello, Horace. 

Horace (Shyly): H-hello. 

Liny: been listening to you, 
Horace. It’s just super to hear how 
much you know. 


I’ve 


Dizzy: The boy is great, simply great. 
He’s got a mind like a steel spring. 
If I do say so myself, I’ve been 
training him expertly. 

Bos: For Pete’s sake, Dizzy, you're 
just riding on the bandwagon. A 
week ago, you didn’t know Shakes- 
peare from Henry Wadsworth Long- 
fellow. 

Dizzy: Those are fighting words, boy, 
but you’re bigger than Iam. There- 
fore, I forgive you. 

Lity: You’re going to the dance to- 
morrow night, aren’t you, Horace? 

Horace: I— I’m not much for trip- 
ping the light fantastic. 

Lity: Horace, it will be a wonderful 
opportunity for you to celebrate 
your winning the jackpot. 

















Horace (Firmly): | haven't won yet. 

Lity: You will. You must know more 
about Shakespeare than anybody in 
the world. 

Horace (Protestingly): N-no, really I 
don’t. There’s Professor Kincaid of 
Harvard and Professor Tallman of 
Yale, and Professor 

Livy: modest Horace. 
Anyway, I’m giving a little party 
before the dance, and I want you 
to be there. I thought that after- 
ward, we could go to the dance to- 
gether. 

Bor: | thought you were going with 
me. 

Lity: I never said so. What about it, 
Horace? 


Don’t be so 


Sauity (Timidly): Horace and I were 
planning to work on our play to- 
morrow night. 

Sauiy: Play? 

Horace: We're writing one together 
for the Junior Class Talent Show. 

Lity: That’s a couple of months away. 
Please, Horace. 

son: You go right ahead and write 
that play, Horace. The Juniors need 
you. 

Lity: You 
Kramer. 


keep out of this, Mr. 

Mitprep: At the risk of being a spoil- 
sport, may I interrupt? Lily, you 
promised to introduce me. 

Lity (Somewhat exasperated) :\’m sorry, 
Miss Watson. Horace, this is 
Miss Watson from the Blade. She 
wants to interview you. (Horace 
rises politely and shakes hands with 
MILDRED. ) 

Dizzy (Importantly): Ah, a member of 
the Press. (fe takes a small note- 


bool: from his shirt pocket.) Let me 








see; we’re just about snowed under 
with engagements. (Leafing through 
hook) We could give you ten minutes 
two weeks from today. 

Mitprep: Listen, Mr. Big Shot, my 
city editor is not the sort of man 
who will two weeks for an 
interview. He’d have my scalp. 

Dizzy (Again leafing through book): 
Let me see. How about one week 
from today? 

Mitprep: How about right now? 

Horace: Miss Watson, I should be 
happy to answer any questions you 
care to ask. 

Mitprep: Horace, you're a dream- 
boat. Let’s get started. How did 
you become so interested in Shakes- 
peare? 

Horace: My father is a professor of 
English, and I’ve been reading 
Shakespeare since I was seven years 
old. (MiLprep sits down at table and 
hegins to take notes. She continues 
the interview in a low voice, while Bos 
and Lavy return to their table.) 

Bop (Sealed at table): You certainly 
threw yourself at that poor guy’s 
head. Can’t you see that Sally Rowe 
is more his type? She can help him 
write plays. 

Lity: I could write a play, too. 

Bos: Raspberries. I saw your last 
composition. You got a “C’’ on it. 

Lity: That’s only because I wrote it 
in a hurry. 

Bos: He doesn’t even dance. What 
kind of a time would you have with 
him? 

Lity: Dancing isn’t that important. 
We could talk 
things. You wouldn’t 
that. 


Wait 


about intellectual 
understand 











Bos: I understand that Horace 
happy just the way he is. And I’m 
happy the way Iam. You ought to 
be happy the way you are. By 
golly, it was different when you ac- 
cepted my class ring. 


is 


Lity: So that’s what’s bothering you. 
Mr. Bob Kramer, you can take your 
old ring back right (LILy 
attempts to remove the ring from her 
finger, but the ring will not come off. 
She pulls vehemently. ) 

Bos: See, Fate wants to keep us to- 
gether. 

Livy: I’ll cut the finger off first. (She 
pulls again.) There. (The ring comes 
off.) Here. 

Bos: | don’t really want this, Lily. 
You know how I feel about you. 

Lity: I just don’t like your insinu- 


how. 


(She gives it to Bos.) 


ations, Mr. Kramer. Goodbye. (She 
rises and goes to Horace’s table. 
How’s the interview coming, Miss 


Watson? 

MILDRED: Swimmingly. 
wonderful copy. 
finished. = (Sh 
thank you, Horace, and, of course, 


Horace 
We're just about 


is 


rises | want to 


your brilliant manager here. 


Dizzy: Think nothing of it, Miss 
Watson. We always cooperate with 


the Press. If there’s anything else 
we can do for you, just give me a 
ring. Dizzy Green — always at your 
service. 


Miuprep: You’re the soul of chivalry, 


Dizzy. Before I go, Horace, | want 
to wish you good luck for tonight. 
Horace: Thank you, Miss Watson. 


I’ll try my best. 
Dizzy: The whole thing’s in the bag. 
This boy has the greatest brain 


since Leonardo da Vinci. 


Satty: Horace has been studying very 
hard, Miss Watson. I know he'll 
make a splendid showing. 

Lity: Of course he will. We'll cele- 
brate his victory at the dance to- 
morrow night. 

SALLY 
sure 


(Timidly): W-well, I’m not 

Mitprep: | want to say, Horace, that 
I think you’re very generous. What 
you’ve told me is a credit to you. 

Horace: Please, Miss Watson, don’t 
say anything about that until your 
interview appears in tomorrow’s 
paper. Only Dizzy and Sally know 
about it. 


Mitprep: My lips are sealed. (ood- 
bye — and again good luck. (MuL- 
DRED exis. ) 

SALLY: She’s very nice, isn’t she, 


Horace? 
Horace: A most genteel young woman. 
Dizzy: Back to work, Horace. Back 

to work. The zero hour approaches. 
Sauiy (Looking al her book): Who was 

the first man to play the role of 

Hamlet? 

Child’ 
that 
behind 


Dizzy: Child’s play. play. 

one with 

back. 

Lity: I suppose you know the answer, 
Dizzy. 


Horace can answer 


both hands tied his 


\ins. Cuemens (Coming up to table 
What Dizzy doesn’t know, he’ll 
make up. I’ve never heard any- 
one with such a gift of gab. 

Dizzy: Thank you, friends. Thank 
you. Only my great modesty for- 
bids my answering the question. It 


would be unfair to outshine my great 
and good friend, Horace Oldham. 


Mrs. CLEMENS: Some people kiss the 














Blarney Stone, but I think 
swallowed it. 

Horace: The first man to play the 
role of Hamlet was Richard Burbage 
of Shakespeare’s own acting com- 
pany. 

Dizzy: You took the words right out 
of my mouth. 

Mr. CLEMENS (Coming to table): How's 
he doing, Mother? 

Mrs. Ciemens: With Dizzy’s help, he 
seems to be acquitting himself in 
fine style. 

Mr. CLemMens: Good. 


you 


We’re banking 

Ah, the theater. I 
used to act a bit myself. 

Mrs. CLemens: You acted all right. 
Only trouble was you never could 


on you, boy. 


remember your lines, 

Mr. Criemens: Don’t belittle me. I 
can still recite the great soliloquy 
from Hamlet. What do you say, 
kids? Want to join with me in 
Hamlet’s soliloquy. (Cries of “Sure,” 
“You bet,” etc.) 

Mrs. CLemens: All right, Sir Laurence 
Olivier, go ahead! 

Mr. Ciemens: “To be, or not to be: 
that is the question: 

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to 
suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous 

” (All join in this, but 
suddenly Dizzy speaks.) 

Dizzy: I hate to break in on all this 
cultural stuff, but my boy, Horace, 


fortune 


needs to relax now. (Looking at 


watch) Yes, sir, Horace, time to go 
home to rest up for tonight’s great 
triumph. 

Sanity: Dizzy’s right, Horace. You 

ought to rest for a while. 


Mr. Ciemens: Absolutely. We all want 


you to be fresh as a daisy tonight. 

(jood luck, Horace. (The Others 

shout “Good luck, Horace!” “Bring 

home the bacon!” and other similar 
expressions of encouragement, 

Horace (Rising): Thank you. I ap- 
preciate it. (He looks toward Bor) 
Bob, you played a great game last 
Saturday. You really won the game 
single-handed. 

Bos (Surprised): Me? 

Horace: Yes, sir. I'd give anything 

to be able to play like that. Could 
I see you a minute outside? 

Bos: Me? 

Horace: Please. [t’s important. 

Bos: Sure. 

Lity: I'll come, too. 

Horace: I-I’m sorry, Lily 
is, this is rather private. 

Liny (Deflated): Oh. 

Bos (Grinning): You heard what the 


the fact 


man said Horace and Bos exit 

Dizzy: Be of good cheer, fair maiden 

Lity: The nerve of Bob! 

Dizzy: You've been giving him a bad 
time, too, from all I hear. 

SALLY: Please don’t feel bad, Lily. I 
know that what Horace wants with 
Bob is important. And Horace ad- 
mires Bob a great deal. 

Dizzy: I note you’re not wearing Bob's 
ring. 

Lity: That’s none of your business, 
Dizzy (ireen. 

Sautiy: I hope nothing has happened 
between Lily. 
thought you were just 


best-matched 


I’ve always 
the 


you, 

about 

and best-looking 
couple in school. 

Laity (Melting a Int): Thanks, Sally. 
But that’s life. 











Dizzy: Come on, Sally. Time to take 
our boy home 

Laity: Do you think Horace will come 
to my party? 

Dizzy: He’s a busy man 
Could be 

LIL 


4 busy man. 
could not be. 

You're a big help 

Dizzy: Horace just isn’t the social lion 


type. His mind is on bigger and 
hetter things. (‘ome on, Sally. 
Dizzy and Sauny exit. Lary looks 


Very gloomy. 
\Ins. 
you'd failed all your final exams. 
Lary: And I feel just the way I look. 
Mr. CLemens: Let’s all cheer up. Let’s 
hope that Horace will hit the jack- 
pot tonight. The great Shakespeare! 


CiLemMeNS: You look as though 


What a man he was! (//e begins to 


recite) “To be, or not to be: that is 
the question —” (All the others join 


in happily, except LALY, who ertts de- 


jectedly 
CURTAIN 
e868: 20..6 
SCENE 2 
Time: Karly the next afte rnoon 
SeTrine: Same as Scene 1. 
Ar Rise: Mr. and Mrs. CLeMeEns are 
work ing behind the counter. Mr. 


(CLEMENS 18s tn a jovial mood. So are 
the eight student: silting at the tables. 


\In. CLemens: Last night was the 
night of nights! I never saw any- 
thing like it! Horace breezed 


through those questions like a knife 


cutting through warm butter. Just 
think of it, that boy is $10,000 
richer today. 

Mrs. Criemens: Don’t forget the 


$5,000 he decided to delegate to the 
He did himself 


town for the field. 
proud all right. 


Mr. CLemens: It was generous of him 
to have Bob Kramer on the program, 
too. After Horace won, and Bob 
appeared on the screen with him, 
you could have knocked me over 
with a cream puff. 

Mrs. CiemMens: Not cream 
please. They’re expensive. 

Mr. CLemMens (Picking up newspaper 
from counter): That Mildred Watson 
knew everything before it happened. 
Horace must have told her in the 
interview. 


puffs, 


Mrs. Ciemens: The town ought to 
be pleased. Horace is saving them 
a heap of money. 

Mr. Ciemens: [’ll say he is. That boy 
is the soul of generosity. (MiILpREeD 
enters. Hello, Miss Watson. 

Mipprep: Hi. Hasn’t the conquering 
hero arrived yet? 

Not yet. 
are here waiting for him. 
toast of Benson. 

Mitprep: He ought to be. 


Mr. CLEMENS: All the kids 


He’s the 


That was 
4a generous thing he did last night. 
LILY enters. 

Lity: Hello, Miss Watson. 

Miiprep: How are you, Lily? Say, 
did you see your boy friend on TV 
last night? He looked mighty hand- 
some. 

Lity: My boy friend? 

Mitprep: Bob Kramer. He made an 
exvellent little speech. 

Lary: I saw him all right. 

Mitprep: You don’t sound very en- 
thusiastic. 
Lity: I’m not. I’m glad that Horace 
won, and I think he’s very generous. 

Mitprep: What about Bob? 
Lity: I’d rather not talk about him, 
if you don’t mind. 








Mivprep: | don’t mind. I’m sorry 
if I’ve said the wrong thing. 

Lity (Going to table and sitting alone): 
That’s all right, Miss Watson. 


Mrs. CiemMEeN3 (Coming to Laty’s 
table): What’ll you have, Miss 
Lonelyhearts? 


Lity: Any old thing. It really doesn’t 
matter. 

Mrs. Ciemens: I[’ll squeeze you some 
fresh orange juice. You look as 
though you could use the vitamins. 
(Dizzy enters, followed by Horace, 
SALiy and Bos.) 

Dizzy: Make way for the pride of 
Benson —a gentleman, a scholar, 
and a man of culture and refinement! 
(All the students rise from their tables, 
come over to congratulate Horace, who 
beams modestly. Only Lity remains 
sealed, After congratulations are over, 
the students return to their tables, 
while Horace, Dizzy, Sauiy, and 
Bos seat themselves at a table.) 

Bos: I can’t thank you enough, 
Horace, for what you’ve done. 
You’re a good egg. 

Horace: Glad to do it. 
and I like football. 

Bos: So as matters stand, I’ve gained 
a football field and lost my girl 
friend, 

Horace (Thoughtfully): 1 feel bad 
about Lily, Bob. But do you know 
something? I think I can help you 
there. 


I like you, 


Bor: You can? 

Horace: I’|] certainly try. Just watch. 
(Speaking as though he has a bad 
cold) Won’t you join us, Lily? 

Lity: Well — I— 

Sauiy: Please, Lily. 





Lacy: All right. 
their table.) 
Dizzy: Isn’t Horace really something? 

Just think, he designated the $5,000 
to Benson High School, said money 
to be used to fix up the football 

stadium. 

Bos: It’s the best news since the sign- 
ing of the Declaration of Independ- 
ence, 

Horace: It was the least I could do. 
(Sniffing violently) I’ve always 
wanted to play football myself. 

Lity: Horace, have you got a cold? 

Horace: Not really. It’s just my hay 
fever. It’s terrible at this time of 
year. That’s why I can’t play foot- 
ball— that and the fact that | 
can’t seem to gain weight and 
(He moves his right arm painfully) 
the fact that I’m troubled with these 
funny pains in my arms. 

Lity: Pains? 

Horace: The doctor they'll 
probably get worse as I get older. 
May be arthritis. That’s one of the 
reasons I don’t dance much; I get 
the stuff in my back, too. A form of 
lumbago. 

Lity: Good heavens. 

Horace: So I’ve had to devote myself 
to the intellectual life. Still, I did 
want to do my bit for the football 
team. 

Bos: You did more than your bit, 
Horace. Having me there last night 
to accept your offer was really kind. 
Say, do you know that since I ap- 
peared on T'V last night, four college 
football coaches have phoned me, 
They said if I keep my marks up, | 
might get a scholarship. 

Sauiy: That’s wonderful, Bob. 


(She joins them at 


says 











Horace (Sneezing): The stadium will 
now called the 
Memoria! Field. 

Laity: Shakespeare Memorial 

Bor: After all, it’s the least we can 
do for the old boy who made all 
this possible. 


be Shakespeare 


Horace (Sneezing again and blowing 

his nose): Whoops! Excuse me. I 
should be home in bed with a hot 
water bottle. I use one every night. 


As ] think 


plenty of room for co-operation be- 


was saying, | there’s 
tween brains and brawn. They ought 
to work together. That’s why I did 
what I did. (To Bos 
that you’re just a mass of muscle, 
Bob. 


30n: Thanks, Horace 


I don’t mean 


I know your marks are good. 
I understand 
the 
world for intellectuals and those of 


perfectly. There is room in 
us who are plain, ordinary citizens 
not stupid, but not brilliant. 
Dizzy: Well-spoken, old boy 


spoken. 


well- 


\in. CLemens (Coming to table): Hor- 
ace, you’re a man in a million. 

Horace: Thank you. 

\In. CLEMENS: Say, your throat sounds 
as though it had been treated with 
sandpaper. Can I get you a gargle? 

Horace: No, thanks. [’ll be all right 
when the weather changes. 

You're 

too valuable a man to be on the 

sick list. You kids all want cokes? 


\In. CLEMENS: Let’s hope so. 


Horace: Yes, and put them on my bill. 
(Smiling) | can afford it today. 

Dizzy: I'll say you can! (Mr. Ciem- 
ENS goes back to counter.) 

Horace: If I can stop sneezing long 
enough and if my leg and my arm 


don’t pain too much, I’ll come to 
your party tonight, Lily. 

Lity (Who has lost some of her en- 
thusiasm): Oh, that will be nice. 
Don’t come though, Horace, if you 
really don’t feel up to it. 

Horace: I'll see. I think I really 
ought to get out more. My social 
life has been rather limited. (He 
sneezes.) 1 don’t want to seem in- 
hospitable, but I don’t want you to 
catch anything I’ve got. Why don’t 
you and Bob sit by yourselves at 
another table? 

Dizzy: Good idea. Don’t worry about 
Sally and me. We’re immune. 

Bop: If you say so, Horace. Coming, 
Lily? 

Lity: Perhaps I’d better. (Laity goes 
lo next table and silts. Bos exchanges 
grins with Horace and follows her.) 

Bon: Horace is a great guy. 

Lity: Yes, he is, but Bob, I had no 
idea he was so ill; why he’s positively 
decrepit! 

Bos: The mind is more important than 
muscles. 

Lity: Yes, the mind is important. 
Good health is important, too, 
though. 

Bos: Speaking of good health, my 
health is wonderful. 

Lity: I know. 

Bos: I can dance like a fiend. 

Lity: I know. 

Bos: I wouldn’t mind taking you to 
the dance tonight. 

Lity: You still want to take me? 

Bos: Why not? 

Lity: Bob, you’re nice. Really nice. 

Bos: I'll take you on one condition 
only. After all, I’m a celebrity now, 
too. 











Lity: The condition is 

Bos (Taking his class ring from his 
jacket pocket): That you wear this. 

Lity: Well — 

Bos: Four colleges are after me; I’ve 
got a great future ahead of me — 

Lity (Holding out her hand): You win. 
(He puts ring on her finger) 

Mrs. Ciemens (Coming to table with 
cokes): Isn’t that romantic? 

Bos: Sure is. 

Lity (Drinks her coke rapidly): 1 for- 
got. I’ve got to get a book at the 
library before it closes. 

Bor (Drinks his coke): Vl walk down 
with you. (They go toward exit. Bow 
stops at Horace’s table and holds 
out his hand.) WHorace, you’re a 
prince of good fellows. Thanks — 
thanks for everything. 

Horace: Remember what I said — 
people like us should co-operate, 
each using his particular talents for 
the benefit of all. 

Bor: You said it. Three solid cheers 
for William Shakespeare. 

Dizzy: A grand old boy! (Bos and 
Lity exit hand in hand. Horace 
suddenly jumps from his chair, lets 
out a whoop, and does a brief jig.) 

Sauiy: Say, I thought you were sick. 

Dizzy: I was planning on ordering 
flowers and everything. 

Satty: Come clean, Horace Oldham. 
You haven’t got a really bad case of 
hay fever, and you obviously don’t 
have arthritis or lumbago. 


ll 





Dizzy (The dawn breaking): I’ve got 
it. You were just doing somebody 
a favor. 

Sauty: Aha! I see it all now. 

Dizzy: I knew you would. Just takes 
some females a bit longer to figure 
things out. 

Sautty: It was very decent of you, 
Horace. 

Horace: It was nothing really. After 
all, I don’t care much for dances, 
and I do want to write that play 
with you. 

Satity (Firmly): We're going to the 
dance, anyway. 

Horace: We are? 

Sauiy: Of course. A little social life 
will be good for us both. 

Dizzy (Laughing): That is, if your 
lumbago can stand it. 

Horace (Grinning): Vl use the hot 
water bottle. 

Mr. Ciemens (Coming to table with 
cokes): Say, you kids look happy, 
but you’ve certainly got a right to be. 

Dizzy (Rising dramatically): You said 
it! Friends, | move that we give 
the old Benson High yell for Shakes- 
peare. (All respond enthusiastically, 
and Dizzy, emulating a cheerleader, 
leads them.) 8-H-A-K-E-S- 
P-E-A-R-E. Rah! Rah! Shakes- 
peare! (AU yell good-naturedly and 
laugh as the curtain falls.) 


THE END 
(Production Notes on page 12) 

















NEW 
BOOKS 


@ PRIZE PLAYS for TEEN-AGERS 
by Helen Lovise Miller 


Twenty-four popular one-act plays 
by a prize-winning playwright who 
understands how teen-agers act and 
talk. Genera] comedies as wel) as 
plays for al] important holidays and 
epecial occasions. Sparkling dia- 
logue and entertaining true-life 
situations. Simple settings and 
everyday costumes make the plays 
easy to stage. 


Junior and Senior High 
(clothbound) 504 pages; $5.00 


@ MELODRAMAS and FARCES 
for YOUNG ACTORS 
by Earl J. Dias 


A dozen old-fashioned melodramas 
and rib-tickling modern farces, com- 
plete with vicious villains, valiant 
heroes, virtuous heroines, hillbilly 
hicks, jungle natives, and other ex- 
citing characters. Witty dialogue 
and hilarious stage business enliven 
these easy-to-produce half-hour 
dramas. Every play a guaranteed 
hit. 

Junior and Senior High 
(clothbound) 270 pages; $4.00 


PLAYS, INC., Publishers 
8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


LANDSLIDE FOR SHAKESPEARE 


Characters: 8 male; 8 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern dress. Everyday school 
clothes for students. Cotton dress and 
apron for Mrs. Clemens. Trousers, white 
shirt and large apron for Mr. Clemens. 
Business suit and hat for Mildred. 

Properties: Glasses, candy and napkins for 
Mr. and Mrs. Clemens. Notebook and 
pencil for Mildred. Large books for Dizzy 
and Sally; small notebook and pencil for 
Dizzy. Handkerchief for Horace. Class 
ring for Lily and Bob. 

Setting: Upstage center is a long counter on 
which are a glass case with doughnuts, 
glasses, candy, and all the usual para- 
phernalia of a variety store. On the stage 
are four or five small tables, at each of 
which are four chairs. At left is the entrance 
to the store, with store windows on either 
side. On the right wall is a banner reading 
“Benson High School.” 

Lighting: No special effects. 





PLAYBOOKS 


@ If you are a subscriber you may ob- 
tain additional copies of any of the 
plays published in PLAYS for use 
by members of the cast. 


@ By purchasing play scripts you can 
save time and effort spent in copy- 
ing parte. 


@ We can supply you with copies of 
plays from current and past issues. 


Subscribers pay only 25 cents per script! 


When ordering, be sure to give name 
under which subscription is listed. 
(Otherwise the price of each play is 50 
cents per copy.) 


To eliminate bookkeeping we suggest that 


payment accompany orders, especially for 
small quantities. 





PLAYS, INC. 
8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 
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Colossal, Stupendous! 


by John Murray 


Characters 
A. J., President of Apex Productions 
Tommy, a publicity director 
Eve, A. J.’s secretary 
KAREN, @ seamstress 
Ist Yes MAN 
2np Yes Man 
FRANK, @ talent scout 
POLLY, a new discovery 
Popovicu, a director 
Time: Early afternoon. 
SettinG: The office of A. J. 
At Rise: Eve is seated at desk, sorting 


papers. Desk telephone rings. She 
answers. 
Eve (At phone): Apex Productions, 


good afternoon. (Pause) No, Mr. 
Baldwin isn’t in. (Peuse) No, it will 
be impossible to see him this after- 
noon. (Pause) You’d like an audition? 
Who wouldn’t? (Pause) What? (In- 
dignantly) No, you have the wrong 
number. We do not give auditions 
for the Sixty-Four Thousand Dollar 
Question! (Slams phone on receiver 
and stares at it icily) Some nerve! 
(Tommy, the young publicity director, 
enters. He glances anxiously at his 
watch. ) 

Tommy: Have you heard from Frank 
yet, Eve? 

Eve (Rising): No, Tommy. Why don’t 
you take it easy? You look like 
A. J. after he attended the preview 
of his last picture. 

Tommy: Take it easy? 


Are you 
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kidding? Do you know what’s 
facing me this afternoon? 

Eve: Oh, everything’s going to be all 
right. I saw the picture of the 
contest winner. She isn’t bad, at all. 

Tommy: Yeah, but something had 
better not happen to mess things up. 
Do you remember what happened 
to the winner of the last talent 
contest? 

Eve: How can I ever forget? (Dra- 
matically) At last, you found the 
great American tragedienne. She 
hoped to take her place with Sarah 
Bernhardt. 

Tommy: I wonder whatever happened 
to her. 

Eve: She didn’t do too badly. The 
last time I heard from her she was 
a stand-in. 

Tommy: For whom — Lassie? 

Eve: Take it easy. I think you might 
have something good this time. 

Tommy: I’d better have. A. J. told 
me that this was my last chance. 
If anything goes wrong... . (He 
runs finger across throat.) 

Eve: Oh, don’t let him scare you. 
You’re still the best publicity man 
in the business. 

Tommy: Thanks, Eve. I guess I need 
some convincing. 

Eve: And if A. J. fires you, you can 
always go back to radio. 

Tommy (Grimly): Thanks again! 

Eve: Shouldn’t Frank be here by now? 











Tommy (Glancing at watch again): He’s 
overdue. I told him to meet Polly 
Lamour at the airport and whisk 
her here. It’s almost three! 

Eve (Smiling): Polly Lamour! 
gal has to be good! 

Tommy: Well, her picture wasn’t bad. 
(Dubiously) But I know these movie- 
struck kids can fix up a photo. Heck, 
I thought this picture contest would 
be successful. It’d get everyone in- 
terested in the movies again. Of 
course it was pretty risky picking 
a winner from a photo, but A. J. 
wanted it that way. He thought it 
would keep the winner sweet, un- 
affected. Now, I don’t know — 

Eve: It’s too late to turn back now. 
Polly is going to audition for the 
female lead in Not as A Strangler 
whether we like it or not! A. J. has 
a lot of faith in the script 

Tommy: He should. His brother-in-law 
wrote it. (Commotion is heard off- 
stage. A. J., a quick, nervous man, 
enters, followed by Yes Men. A. J. 
walks to his desk and sits.- As he 
crosses stage, he grumbles orders to 
Yes Men who nod mutely. He ig- 
nores Tommy and Eve.) 

A. J.: Not as a Strangler will be the 
most sensational picture to come out 
of Hollywood! 

Ist Yes Man: Yes, A. J. 

A. J.: It will revolutionize the movie 
industry! 

2np Yes Man: Yes, A. J. 

A. J.: I thought of everything. It’s 
bigger than 3-D and Cinemascope. 
In my picture, the audience will be 
on the screen and the actors will 
be in the theatre seats. 

Yes Men (/n 


That 


unison): Yes, A. J. 
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(A. J. finally notices Tommy and 
Eve. He nods coldly.) 

J.: Tommy, where’s that girl? 
You promised to have her here by 
now. 

Tommy: Frank’s meeting her at the 
airport. 

A. J.: You made arrangements for the 
reporters? 

Tommy: No, I didn’t tell the news- 
papers that she was arriving today. 

A. J. (Rising angrily): You didn’t? 

Tommy (Quickly): I thought it would 
be better if they interviewed her at 
this office. That way, they can 
get some good shots of Apex Pro- 


A. 


ductions. (Pacified, A. J. returns to 
his chair.) 

A. J.: Great! Great! We can use the 
publicity. Eve, where’s my _ pill? 


(Eve quickly rushes to her desk and 
opens the middle drawer. She extracts 
a tray filled with assorted bottles of 
pills and returns to A. J.’s desk. He 
opens several bottles and sniffs them 
suspiciously.) What time is it? 

Eve: Three o’clock. 

A. J.: What pill am I supposed to take 
at three? Is it the little, green pill 
in the big, yellow bottle or the big, 
yellow pill in the little, green bottle? 

Eve: Neither. It’s the big, pink pill 
in the little, blue bottle. (A. J. 
waves his hand excitedly.) 

A. J.: Never mind. I’ll take them ail. 
(He pours a large quantity of pills 
from several bottles and stuffs them 
into his mouth. He swallows hard.) 

Tommy (Solicitously): Some _ water, 
Chief? (A. J. shakes his head 
vigorously. ) 

A. J.: No — I don’t need it. (Tommy 
shrugs) I want the public to talk 








about Not as a Strangler for years to 
come. It will be my masterpiece! 

Ist Yes Man: Yes, A. J. 

A. J.: Not only that. The studio is 
paying my brother-in-law enough so 
that he can find his own house. 
He’s lived with me for years. 

2np Yes Man: Yes, A. J. 

A. J.: Oh, can’t you two say anything 
else? 

Yes MEN (Jn unison): Yes, A. J. 

A. J.: I pay you a thousand per week 
each and do you give me any ideas? 
No! 

Ist Yes Man (Reluctantly): Well, I 
read the script of Not as a Strangler. 

A. J.: Oh, you did? Now, that’s a sur- 
prise. Someone in this company 
actually read the script of a forth- 
coming picture. Did you like it? 

Ist Yes Man (Slowly): Well, yes, but 


[ think it needs some different 
handling. 
A. J.: What do you mean? (Angrily) 


Shut up! You’re not getting paid 
to give me ideas. 

Ist Yes Man: But, A. J. — 

A. J.: Oh, get on with it, man. What’s 
your idea? 

Ist Yes Man: It’s that last scene, Sir. 
The one where the heroine finally 
meets the hero. Now, I saw the same 
gimmick on television and — (Alt 
the mention of the word television, a 
stony silence falls. A. J. glares at 
Ist Yes Man and finally sputters 
savagely. \st Yes MAN sheepishly 
realizes that he has committed the un- 
pardonable sin.) 

A. J.: That word! How could you? 

Isr Yes Man: I — I’m sorry. 

A. J. (Rising): Get out! Get out! 
(Ist Yes MAN heats a hasty retreat, 








exits. Have 
I no friends left? (Dramatically) Am 
I surrounded by enemies in my own 
camp? 

Tommy: Now, Chief 

A. J.: Don’t “Now, Chief” I’m 
waiting for that new find. And she’d 
better be good. (Glares at 2np Yes 
Man) What are you standing there 
for? Have you nothing better to 
do with my time? 

2np Yes Man: Yes, A. J. 

A. J.: Oh, I suppose the world’s against 
me. (Gesturing) Come with me. I’d 
better see what that idiotic director 
is doing to my latest picture. (A. J. 
and 2np Yes MAN exit. Tommy 
wipes brow.) 

Tommy: He’s in a foul mood. 

Eve: I’ve seen him on better days. 

Tommy: What am I going to do if 
that gal doesn’t pan out? 

Eve: If she doesn’t, you will! (KAREN, 


A. J. pounds on desk.) 


me! 


an attractive, young seamstress, enters. 
She carries several costumes acrosa 
arm. As she enters and crosses stage, 
several costumes fall to the floor.) 

KAREN: [ want to see Mr. Baldwin 
right away. 

Tommy: Don’t bother me. 

Eve: Who are you? 

Karen: Karen Hammerschultz. [’m 
a seamstress in the wardrobe de- 
partment. I hope you don’t think 
it’s too long for pictures. 

Eve: What’s too long? 

KareEN: My name, silly! 

Eve: I think you'd better get back 
on the set. 

Kaken: No! | want to see Mr. Bald- 
win. I put it off long enough. I 
always wanted to be in pictures. Oh, 
I thought that someone might dis- 








cover me, but what happens? 
(Shrugs) Nothing. Then today I 
made up my mind. Karen Hammer- 
schultz, I said to myself. I always 
cal] myself by my full name. Karen 
Hammerschultz, you’d better find 
Mr. Baldwin right now and let him 
see what he’s been missing. (Tom- 
uy glances at Eve.) It happened, 
just like that. (She snaps fingers.) 
Then I knew I was going to come 
to Mr. Baldwin’s office. And here 
Iam. (She litters nervously and drops 
another costume.) 

Tommy: I’m sure you’re a wonderful 
actress, but A. J. isn’t interested. 
Karen: How do you know he isn’t 
interested? Do know him 

already? 

Tommy (Grimacing): Yes, | know him 
already, and I know he’s not in- 
terested in amateurs. 

Karen: I’m no amatoor! I was voted 
Miss Raspberry of 1957. Oh, you 
must introduce me. 

Eve: Mr. Baldwin will give you the 
raspberry if he finds you here. Take 
it from me, be satisfied with the 
wardrobe department, or you'll wind 
up a lemon. 

KAREN: I don’t know what you mean 
by that crack, but I can tell you, 
I’m here to meet Mr. Baldwin, and 
I don’t intend to budge until I’ve 
demonstrated my talent. Listen! 
(Strikes a very dramatic stance) Calla 
lilies are in bloom again. Such a 
strange flower — solemn to any oo- 

. (As she recites, Tommy 

picks up dropped costumes and places 

them across her shoulder. He gently 
escorts her to exit.) 1 carried them 
on my wedding day and now I place 


you 


Casion .. 
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them here in memory of something 
that has died. (By this time, they 
have reached the exit. TomMMy opens 
door and Karen exits, fondling 
costume as though it were a loving 
child. Tommy closes door.) 

Tommy: Something tells me that this 
is not my day. 

Eve: Poor kid! 
looker. 

Tommy: The set is crawling with good 
lookers — and they can all imitate 
some star. (Shakes head) Oh, 
where’s that lumphead, Frank? 

Eve: Have patience. 

Tommy: I want to get a look at Polly 
Lamour before A. J. gets back. 
(FRANK enters. He walks reluctantly 
towards Tommy. Tommy excitedly) 


She wasn’t a bad 


Where have you been, Frank? 
Where’s Polly? 

FRANK: P-Polly? 

Tommy: You know who I mean. 


(Slowly) You met her, didn’t you? 

Frank: Oh, sure, sure! She’s — 
here! (He swallows painfully.) 

Tommy: Well, bring her in! 

Frank: That’s what I wanted to see 
you about. There’s something you 
should know. 

Tommy (Suspiciously): What’s the 
matter? You haven’t acted so 
strangely since you stuck me with 
that blind date. This girl — she’s 
the contest winner — isn’t she? 

Frank: Yeah, yeah. She showed me 
the letter you sent to her. It’s only 
that — (Breaks off) 

Tommy: You’re stalling me! 

FRANK (Helplessly): Oh, see for your- 
self! (Crosses stage and opens door. 
He beckons to someone beyond the door. 
Poy enters. She is a short, dumpy 

















girl. She stares at Tommy through 
horn-rimmed glasses. She fumbles 
nervously with her gloves and finally 
litters at Eve. Tommy groans. When 
she speaks, her voice has the rare 
quality of a faulty buzz saw.) This 
is Polly Lamour! 

Poy (Curtsying): Please to meet cha, 
I’m sure! 

Tommy (Finally exploding): It’s a con- 
spiracy! This can’t be Polly Lamour. 
(He rushes to Ever’s desk, opens 
drawer and produces photograph.) 
She’s not the contest winner. 

Pouiy: Oh, yes I am. 

FRANK (Nodding): She told me about 
it. Her boy friend likes to meddle 
in photography. He took her pic- 
ture and doctored it up. Dark hair 
here — teeth straightened there — 
a few pounds here and there. The 
picture was a retouch. 

Eve: Retouch? It was a miracle! 

Tommy (70 Potiy): Young woman, 
you’re guilty of fraud! You entered 
our contest under false pretenses. 
You — you — Oh, what’s the use? 

FRANK: A. J. won’t listen to any ex- 
cuses. 

Eve: No, I can hear him now. (A ffect- 
ing A. J.’s stern voice) You should 
have investigated the contest win- 
ner. You should have visited her 
home town. You should have fallen 
on your flat face — twice! 

Tommy (Grimly): That’s about it! 

Potty (Slowly): Don’t —don’t you 
like me? (She puckers and begins to 
sob hysterically. Tommy and FRANK 
try futilely to pacify her.) 

Tommy: For pete’s sake, do something! 
Make her turn off the firehose! (To 
FRANK) Get her out of here! I’ve 
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got to think. (Potty sobers in- 
stantly.) 

Po.uy: Can I visit the set? 

Tommy: Sure, sure, anything. (He 
escorts her to exit and holds  RANK’s 
arm with his free hand.) He'll go 
with you. You'll like him. He’s 
really Tyrone Power in disguise. 
(Potty and FRANK exit. Tommy 
slams door.) Well, that’s that! 

Eve: You’re not giving up so easily? 

Tommy (Resigned): Oh, no! I’m going 
to find A. J. right now and say, 
“You know, A. J., it’s a funny thing, 
but our little, ole’ contest didn’t pan 
out. Miss Lamour slightly resembles 
last week’s left-overs and she isn’t 
suited for the picture. Hah! Hah! 
Of course, | know you have thou- 
sands invested, but let’s laugh it off, 
shall we?” Yeah, I think A. J. will 
go for that. He’ll be so hysterical, 
I’ll probably get a raise! 

Eve: Can’t you be serious? 

Tommy: If I get serious, I'l! break 
down and ery! 

Eve: What are you going to do? 

Tommy: I’m not going to let him meet 
Polly Lamour. That’s a cinch. Not 
until I get out of the state, anyway. 

Eve: But he’!] have to meet her sooner 
or later. 

Tommy: I’m not going to be around. 


Eve: Nonsense! You wouldn’t run 
away. 

Tommy: Do you have a better sug- 
gestion? 


Eve (Strongly): I'm so disappointed in 
you! You put a lot into this contest. 
Oh, I’ll admit that you should have 
investigated the winner more care- 
fully. 


Tommy: It was A. J.’s idea. He wanted 








a sweet, unaflected American beauty, 
untouched by the Hollywood rou- 
tine. He wanted her to come here 
on her own. Well, he got his wish. 
Eve: Can’t you explain that to him? 
Tommy (Jn monotone): A-Hollywood- 
Producer-Doesn’t-Make-M istakes! 
He’|! blame me for everything! 
Eve: But what 
Strangler’ 


about Nol as a 

Tommy (Shrugging): A. J.’s brother-in- 
law can play the heroine, for all I 
care. 

Eve: Gee, I’m sorry. 

Tommy: Oh, it’s all right. This is a 
big-hearted town. A fellow is 
always entitled to one mistake, pro- 
vided he heads for New York after 
making it. 

Eve (Suddenly): We're not licked yet! 

Tommy: No? 

Eve: Of course not! We still 
Karen Hammerschultz! 

Tommy: Who? 

Eve: The seamstress. She wanted a 
chance in pictures. Well, this is it. 

Tommy: Now, who’s talking in circles? 

Eve: It’s a slim chance, I know, but 
it’s the only thing we can do. We'll 
introduce her to A. J. as the contest 
winner. 

Tommy: It’ll never work. What will 
we do about the real Polly Lamour? 

Eve: We'll worry about that when the 
time comes. Who knows? We 
might be able to sell A. J. a bill of 
goods about Karen. When he finds 
out what happened, he might not 
be so angry. 

Tommy (Dubiously): 1 don’t know. 
A. J. might have seen this Karen 
Somebody on the set. 

Eve: Don’t be silly. A. J. 


have 


never sees 








anything but his own reflection in a 
mirror. Wait here. Stall A. J. if he 
returns. I’m going to round up 
Karen and tell her about the biggest 
acting job of her career. 

Tommy: But the real Polly Lamour 
might get back while she’s here. 

Eve: That’s a chance we'll have to 
take. 

Tommy: If it works, we’ll head for the 
Brown Derby tonight. 

Eve: It’s a date. 

Tommy (Glumly): And if it fails, [ll 
meet you at the Railroad Station. 
I’ll be easy to find —- standing in the 
one-way ticket line to Kalamazoo! 

Eve: We'll make it. (She exits. 
Tommy paces nervously. A. J. and 
Popovicn enter, engaged in a heated 
argument. ) 

Popovicu: And I still say that I’m 
directing the picture! 

A. J.: Directing? You call yourself a 
director, Popovich? You’re ruining 
the picture! 

Popovicu: I resign! 

A. J.: You have a contract, remember? 

Popovicu: I am a genius — and you 
talk about a contract. Me, Popo- 
vich! I made the greatest pictures 
in Hollywood. You're trying to tell 
me about my business. 

A. J.: I merely made a suggestion. (T'o 
Tommy) Maybe you can settle this. 
You must be good for something. 

Tommy (Nervously): Yes, A. J. (A. J. 
waves dramatically as though he 1s 
painting an imaginary picture. ) 

A. J.: The heroine is fleeing from the 
leaders behind the Iron Curtain! 


She is frightened, alone! The hounds 
are baying at her heels! Suddenly, 
she comes to a frozen lake! 


It is 





the last obstacle to freedom! How 
shall she cross the lake? The hounds 
are closer! (He looks triumphantly 
at Popovicu.) What does she do? 
She suddenly decides to cross the 
ice. The ice floes are breaking be- 
neath her feet, but she keeps plod- 
ding onward! Yes, she crosses the 
ice! (Drops hands) That’s the end- 
ing. Dramatic, what? 

Popovicu: Crossing the ice! Hah! It’s 
been done — overdone! (To Tom- 
my) Tell the great producer that 
Harriet Britches Stew has done it 
to a crisp! 

A. J.: It’s an original idea! I won’t 
have people stealing my work! 

Popovicu: Hah! I bet you never heard 
of Harriet Britches Stew. 

A. J.: Don’t be silly. Do you think 
I’m illiterate? She wrote Gone with 
the Wind! 

Popovicu: You see! You see! (To 
Tommy) She wrote UNCLE TUM’S 
CUBBIN! 

A. J. (Angrily): It’s the same thing. 
Hollywood merely changed the title. 

Popovicu: And who is going to cross 
the ice? Even if I used the scene, 
I would need someone who was hale, 
hearty. Do you think the heroine 
could cross the ice? The pasty-faced 
little girl would catch pneumonia 
before she took ten steps! 

J. (Musing): You got something 
there. Her insurance premiums 
would be terrific. But I’m still not 
giving up the idea. What do you 
think, Tommy? 

Tommy: Well, A. J. — 


A. J. (Waving hand): You never have 


any ideas, anyway. Where’s that 
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contest winner? Has anything hap- 
pened to her? 

Tommy: Oh, no! 

A. J.: Well, I’d better see her soon, or 
it will be f00 bad! (To Popovicn) 
What are you doing here? 

Porovicu: You asked me to come. 

A. J.: Don’t change the subject. Get 
back to the set! What am I paying 
you for? I suppose I have to do 
everything myself. (Popovic shrugs 
helplessly and exits.) 

Tommy (Slowly): About that girl, 
A. J.— 

A. J.: What about her? 

Tommy (Losing courage): Oh, nothing. 
I just thought that you’d — (Eve 
enters.) 

Eve: I hope I’m not disturbing any- 
thing. 

Tommy (Quickly): Oh, no! 
saved my neck, that’s all! 

Eve: I just met the most marvellous 
girl. Polly Lamour, you know. 

A. J.: Lamour? Where is she? 

Eve: Outside. I'll get her. 
little nervous. 

A. J.: Hollywood will take that out of 
her. (Eve walks to exit and calls.) 

Eve: Oh, Polly! (Karen, dressed in a 
colorful sarong, enters) 

Tommy (70 Eve): A sarong? 

A. J. (Perplexed): The action of Not as 
a Strangler takes place in — Alaska! 

Eve: Who cares? Audiences love 
sarongs. 

A. J.: True! True! (To Karen) What 
can you do? 

Karen: Would you like to hear me 
emote? 

A. J.: Emote? Gad! (To Tommy) Is 
this your idea of a joke? 

Tommy: Oh, no, no! Polly’s a great 


You only 


She’s a 














kidder, that’s all. Lots of good, 
clean fun! (He gives KAREN a with- 
ering glance.) 

Karen (Stubbornly): But I can emote! 
I can! I can! (She clears her throat.) 
The fair breeze blew, the white 

foam flew, 
The furrow followed free! 

A. J. (Angrily): Enough! I still want 
to know what’s going on here! 

Tommy: You’re making her nervous, 
A. J. If you’ll let her emote for a 
while, she’ll be all right. (KAREN ts 
sobbing. Tommy offers her his hand- 
kerchief.) Here, kid. Try again. 

A. J. (Resignedly): I’m listening. 

Karen (Reciting): The rolling sea is 

calling me, 
I hear its lonely voice, 
It rolls and rolls unto the shore, 
Let everyone rejoice. 
Roll on, roll on, 
Oh, rolling waves — (As she recites, 
she weaves from side to side, simulating 
the restlessness of the sea. Tommy, 
Eve, and A. J. follow her motions 
until they, too, are rolling slightly. 
Finally A. J. seems slightly distressed.) 
Roll toward the beckoning shore, 
Roll on and on, and on and on, 
Roll on, roll on some more. 
Roll on, roll on, oh, rolling sea 
Roll on, roll on — (A. J. has had 
enough. He quickly covers his mouth 
with his handkerchief and runs off.) 

Tommy (Helplessly): That did it! 

Karen: Gee, he didn’t like the poem. 

Tommy: Oh, I’m sure he did. 

KAREN (Tearfully): But he left. 

Eve: It touched him so. It got him 
right down here! (Hits 
stomach) Didn’t you know any- 
thing else — something a little less 


her 





water-logged? (Eve finds herself 
still weaving and she quickly steadies 
herself.) 

Karen: I’m sorry I came here. 
were right. 
movies. 

Eve: But you have to go through with 
it. 

Tommy: You can’t let us down. (To 
Eve) What happened to the real 
Polly, anyway? 

Eve: She’s touring the studio with 
Frank. 

Tommy: I hope she doesn’t get too 
close to that jungle location. They’ll 
cast her in Elephant Boy. 

Eve: What a day! 

Tommy (Nodding): Something tells me 
this is not going to work. A. J. will 
have my skin. 

Eve: We produced a Polly Lamour. 
(Smiling) She’s a lot better than 
the real one. (70 Karen) Don’t 
worry, kid. You stepped into a big 
part, and you’ll make good. 

KAREN: No, I don’t want to be in the 
movies. I should never have left 
the sewing room. (A. J. returns, but 
no one is aware of his presence. 
KAREN continues dramatically.) I'm 
sorry I ever left my home town. I 
don’t belong in Hollywood. I don’t 
like all this glitter — all this non- 
sense. Everyone is only interested in 
himself. No one cares what happens 
to anyone else. I want to go back 
where people are real. 

Eve: But, Karen 

Karen (Shaking head): No, for the 
first time, I know what I really want 
— and it’s not Hollywood. I wasn’t 
cut out for the heartbreaks — the 
sorrow. I’m going 


You 
I’m not cut out for the 


(A. J. beams.) 





home tonight and no one can stop 

me! (A. J. claps his hands together.) 

A. J.: Great! Great! Why didn’t 
you give me that routine before? 

Karen: I—I don’t understand. 

A. J.: That last bit was fine. You know, 
that seasickness gimmick had me 
worried for a while. (He laughs 
heartily. Tommy grins weakly. To 
Tommy) Why didn’t you tell me this 
gal could act like that? She’ll be 
great in Not as a Strangler. She was 
born for the part! I tell you— 
simply born tor the part! 

KAREN (Simply): | wasn’t acting. 

A. J. (Jovially): Oh, I know that. It’s 
just that — (Stops suddenly) — 
What did you say? 

KAREN: I wasn’t acting. 
Holiywood tonight. 

A. J.: Ridiculous! You don’t know 
what you’re talking about. 

Karen: Yes, I do. I’m sorry I wasted 
your time. I wanted to crash Holly- 
wood. I was willing to try anything 
to get into pictures. 

A. J.: Then what’s the matter with 
you? 

Karen: When I recited those lines 
about the sea, I suddenly knew what 
I wanted. I wrote those lines. 

A. J.: Yes? (KAREN bursts into tears.) 

Karen (Tearfully): I want to be a 
poet! 

A. J.: Ob, no! 

KAREN (Between tears): Roll on, and 

on, and on and on, 
Roll on, roll on some more — 

A. J. (Angrily to Tommy): If this is 
your idea of a joke — 

Tommy: Let me explain, Boss 

A. J.: Shut up! (Tommy pauses) 
Well, don’t stand there. What do 


I’m leaving 
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you have to say for yourself? 

Tommy: But you told me to keep quiet. 

A. J.: Don’t pay any attention to me! 
What’s all this nonsense? 

Eve: You'd better tell him, Tommy. 

Tommy (Sighing): Well, A. J., it hap- 
pened this way. (Popovicu, beam- 
ing, enters, holding Pouy’s hand. 
The girl munches on an enormous 
sandwich. FRANK enters last.) 

A. J. (To Popovicu): Get out! Can’t 
you see I’m busy? 

Popovicu (Happily): I found her! I 
found her! (He points proudly to 
Pouiy.) She will cross the ice! 
(A. J. looks suspiciously at Poy.) 

A. J.: What — is THAT? 

Tommy (7'o Frank): I told you to keep 
her away from here! 

Popovicu: Keep her away? The angels 
sent her here, all ready! I was 
sitting on the set, visualizing some- 
one who could cross the ice in our 
big scene and there she was! There— 
in all her glory! (Pou.y giggles and 
takes a healthy bite out of the sand- 
wich.) 

A. J.: I think you’ve lost your mind! 

Popovicu: But she is perfect for the 
part. She has strength, vigor, 
stamina. 

A. J.: I don’t think that anything short 
of an iceberg would support her. 

Popovicu: Have I ever been wrong, 
A. J.? (Quickly) Don’t answer that. 
It will only lead to hard feelings. 

A. J.: Oh, I don’t know. If you want 
her for the picture, you can hire 
her as stand-in for the ice scene. 
Young lady, what is your name? 

Potiy: Polly — (Tommy quickly grabs 
the sandwich and shoves it into her 
mouth.) 








A. J.: I didn’t hear a word you said. 

Tommy (Quickly): It doesn’t matter, 
A. J. We'll change it, anyway. 
(PoL.y removes the sandwich from her 
mouth. ) 

Potty (Stubbornly): You will not, 
either. My maw named me and I 
think that Polly Lamour is a pretty 
name. 

A. J. (Quickly): What name did you 
say? 

Potiy: Polly Lamour. (Tommy closes 
his eyes, Eve winces, and FRANK 
quakes. ) 

Karen: J am Polly Lamour! 

Potty: How can you be? J am Polly 
Lamour! 

A. J. (To Karen): Are you sure your 
name is Polly Lamour? 

Karen (Pointing at Eve): Of course! 
She told me! (Eve cringes.) Really, 
my name is Karen Hammerschultz, 
but it’s Polly Lamour for the after- 
noon. 

ive (Between clenched lips): You were 
supposed to keep quiet about that! 

Karen (Pointing at A. J.): Oh, is this 
the big windbag we were going to 
fool? (Eve grins foolishly at A. J. 
He leers at her and turns angrily to 
Tommy. ) 

A. J.: lam a quiet, patient man. There 
are many things rather difficult for 
me to follow, but if you don’t tellme 
what’s going on here — (Exploding) 

- I’m going to break every bone in 
your stupid head! 

Tommy (Resigned): I take the blame, 
A. J. It’s all my fault. 

A. J. (Sweetly): How nice of you to 
admit it! 

Tommy (Pointing): That’s Polly La- 

mour, winner of our picture contest, 


and that’s Karen Hammerschultz, 
seamstress in our wardrobe depart- 
ment. 


A. J.: And you intended to star her in 


Not as a Strangler? (Tommy nods 
weakly.) And whom did you plan 
to star against her— Man Mountain 
Dean? What are you trying to do, 
ruin me? I'll have you blackballed 
on every set in Hollywood. 

Eve (Quickly): But it was all a mis- 
take. Polly sent in a false photo- 
graph. Tommy couldn’t help it. 

Popovicu: And it’s not a total loss. 
She’ll be fine in my new picture. 

A. J.: But what about Not as a 
Strangler? I'll be ruined. We’re 
scheduled to shoot in three days. 
(Eve’s phone rings. She answers tt.) 

Eve (At phone): Hello. (Pause) Oh, 
yes! How are you? What? (Pause) 
Oh, no! (She glances at A. J.) You 
couldn’t do a thing like that. 
(Pause) Well, Ill tell him, but he’s 
not going to like it. Yes, goodbye. 
(Hangs phone.) That was your 
brother-in-law, A. J. 

A. J.: What did that fathead want? 
Did he move out of my house? 

Eve: Not exactly. He wanted to in- 
vite you to a preview tonight. 

A. J.: A preview? 

Eve: Yes, at Hilo Studios. 

A. J.: Don’t mention that name in my 
office! 

Eve: I’m sorry, but he wants you to 
see the preview of Not as a Strangler! 

A. J.: What? 

Eve: He sold the story to the Hilo 
people, too. They jumped the gun 
on you. 

A. J.: Ineredible! Impossible! He 
can’t do that to me. (Falls into 
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chair at desk.) Get my pills, quick! 
(Eve rushes to his desk and begins 
examining bottles of pills left there 
earlier in the act.) 

Eve: The little blue ones or the big 
pink ones? 

A. J.: Oh, I don’t care! Throw them 
out! My condition is helpless! How 
could he have done this to me? 

Kve: I asked him that. He told me 
that he sent the story to Hilo. Then 
you read his second copy and de- 
cided to buy it. After that, Hilo 
made an offer and it was so hand- 
some, he couldn’t refuse it. 

A. J.; The nincompoop! 

Eve: [ guess your brother-in-law 
doesn’t know too much about such 
matters. All in all, the story was 
sold to the two studios. 

A. J.: I'll sue him. 

FRANK: I wouldn’t suggest that. He’s 
your wife’s favorite brother. 

A. J.: He’ll get out of my house. 

Eve (Shaking head): 1 don’t think 
he’ll do that, either. He told me 
that he’s going to renovate the 
second floor for himself, now that 
he has money. 

A. J.: Oh, no! 

Eve: He’s fair enough, though. He 
promised to return your money to 
you. After all, Hilo owns the rights 
to the picture. 

Popovicu: Cheer up! We still have 
my picture. It will be the Epic of 
the Century! (Proudly) And we still 
have Polly Lamour! 

Kaken: And I can join the immortals 
as a writer! 

A. J.: Join the immortals? Why should 
you join up with that outfit? We 
need plenty of pen pushers right 


here. Sign her up with the seript 
department as of now. 

Eve (Makes ready a contract): O.K., 
A. J. 

Frank: Talent and more talent! 
place is crawling with it. 

A. J.: Come, Popovich, tell me more 
about our Polly crossing the ice. 
Porovicu: Ah, I can see it now. She 
will cross the ice with the hounds 
barking at her heels. (A. J. follows 
his gestures and registers interest.) It 


The 


will be a tremendous scene 

A. J.: Colossal! 

Popovicn: Suddenly, the ice breaks. 
The water is swirling around our 


heroine. What can she do? Can 
she turn back? 

A. J.: Stupendous! 

Porovicu: No! She must go on. She 


must seek freedom! And there, on 
the shore, is her handsome lover, 
beckoning to her. 

A. J.: Colossal! Stupendous! Popovich, 
tell me more! (//Te puts an affectionate 
arm around PoLLyY who llters.) 

And then 

lover’s arms. ‘The 

around them. ‘(hey turn and walk 
into the fading sunset. (Popovicn, 


A. J., 


sandwich, exit, followed by FRANK 


PoPovicu: she is in her 


music crashes 


and Poury, still munching her 


beaming and rubbing his hands im 
satisfaction 

‘Tommy: Well, that’s THAT! 

Eve: It wasn’t such a bad day, after 
all. Popovich saved everything. 

Tommy: And A. J.’s brother-in-law 
came through, too. Bless his old 
addle-brained head! (Suddenly 
But what about Polly Lamour? She 
can’t go on crossing the ice for the 
rest of her life. 
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Eve: | guess that will be up to Popo- 
vich and Karen. He can think up the 
plots and Karen can supply the im- 
mortal words. 

Tommy: Congratulations, Karen, on 
your new assignment. How do you 
feel about it? 

Karen: Words fail me! 

Eve: This is no time to let words fail 
you, Karen. You might not know it, 
but you have your first job. 

Karen: What is it? I feel great power 
surging within me! 

Eve: There’s no need for anything so 
dramatic. Just write a final scene 
for this play we’re doing right now. 

Tommy: And keep it short. The curtain 
will close any minute. 

Karen: In that case, I have the perfect 
ending. (Holds up sign which reads: 
AND THEY ALL LIVED HAPPILY EVER 
AFTER. Curtain.) 


THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
CoLossaL, Sturenpovs! 

Characters: 6 male; 3 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern everyday dress. Suits, 
white shirts, and ties for the men, except 
Popovich, who wears a very flashy Holly- 
wood shirt. Eve wears a suit or skirt and 
blouse. Karen wears a skirt and blouse 
on her first appearance, and a sarong on 
her second appearance. Polly wears a 
ridiculous looking, badly fitting suit, and a 
blouse which clashes. Her hair is braided, 
with large plaid bows at the ends, and she 
wears horn-rimmed glasses. 

Properties: Several costumes, handkerchief, 
and sign reading “And They All Lived 


Happily Ever After,” for Karen. Gloves 
al Git cadet, tor Pee. ie 
papers and tray with assorted bottles and 


pills, for Eve. Handkerchief for A. J. 
Setting: The office of A. J. Entrances are 

located right and left. Eve’s desk is down- 

stage left; A. J.’s large and pretentious desk 

is located upstage center. The desks have 

telephones and papers on them. The walls 

are decorated with pictures of movie stars. 
Lighting: No special effects. 





Boomerang 


by Helen Louise Miller 


('haracters brother. What? You want to come 
Penny McGuire over? 
Jay McGuire, her brother Jay (Groaning): Not again! 
Mrs. McGuire, her mother Penny: When? Right away? For 
SYLVESTER Pratt, the boomerang goodness’ sake, what’s come up? 


, ry 9 : - Pp abliv « »f r » ata 
Serminc: The living room of the Me- Jay: Probably something he ate. 


D ’ - ; | ae. 
Diiire Rntie Penny (lgnoring Jay): Really, Sy 


vester, I don’t see how it could be 
\n Rise: The stage is empty, and the anything so terribly important. I 
telephone is ringing. Penny and Jay just left you half an hour ago 
dash in from opposite sides of the 4.\ (In an exaggerated sissy voice): We 


stage, and run towards the telephone. boys have our little problems 


JAY wins. 
Jay wins Penny: All right, but make it snapps 


Jay: I'll get it! [ll get it! I'll get it! Bring your speech. I want to hear 

Penny: That’s for me. vou. O.K. ll wait for you. Sure 

Jay (At phone): MecGuires’ residence. That’s all right. You’re perfectly 
Who? Speak louder, please. I can’t welcome, (ioodbye. Hangs up 
hear you. Jay (Mockingly): Goodbye-ee! 

Penny: Give me that phone, Jay. I Penny: One of these days, Jay Me- 
know it’s for me. Guire, I’m going to murder you! 

Jay (lgnoring her): Who? Jenny? Jay: Gently, gently! What would 
Nope. Nobody here by that name. Sylvester think of such rough speech? 

Penny: Jay McGuire, will you give Penny (Almost speechless): What 
me that phone? makes you so hateful? 

Jay: Did you say Benny? Sorry. He Jay: The same thing that makes you 
isn’t here, either. You must have the such a nut, I guess. Maybe you 
wrong number. could try explaining to me what you 

Penny (Trying to seize the phone): see in a drip like Sylvester 
Stop clowning and give me that Penny: Never you mind what I see in 
phone. Sylvester. Besides, even if I told 

Jay (In mock surprise): Now | get it. you, vou wouldn’t understand 
You want Penny. Sure, sure, she’s Jay: I might —if you used one- 
here. Here you are, Sis. It’s syllable words and let me look in 
“Bird-Brain.” dictionary 

Penny (Witheringly): Drop dead twice! Penny: Let me tell you something, 
(In phone) No, Sylvester, | didn’t you stupid oaf. Sylvester Pratt has 
mean you I was talking to my the makings of a great man. 


tn 














JAY 
heard everything. 
PeNNY: No, you haven't 


(Collapsing on sofa): Now I’ve 


You've only 
You’re going 
to hear more and more of Sylvester 
Pratt. By the time I get through, 
the whole school will hear of him. 
Jay: You're a little late getting started, 
Sis. The whole school has already 
heard of Sylvester. 


heard the beginning 


His name is al- 
ways mentioned when “dopes’”’ are 
under discussion. 

Penny: I'll have you know that Syl- 
vester Pratt has an L.Q. of 130. 


Jay: So what? He still doesn’t know 
the score. 
Penny: He'll know the score well 


enough when he’s president of the 
Student Council. 

Jay: Hat When that beardless beauty 
is president of Madison High, I'll be 
the King of Siam. 

Penny: Want to bet? 

Jay: I wouldn’t take candy from a 
baby! What chance does your 
Wonder Boy have with Taxi Randall 
in the race? How many votes could 

Sylvester pile up with Randall on 

the other end of the ticket? 

That’s one. 

And there are plenty more where 


Penny: He has my vote. 


that came from. 

Jay: As a matter of record, that’s the 
dumbest statement I ever heard from 
those Helena Rubenstein lips of 
yours. 

Penny: It’s not so dumb when you 
think how many girls’ organizations 
call me president. 

think 

president, you can tell the girls how 
to vote! Dirty polities, I call it. 


Jay: So you because you're 
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Penny: It is not dirty polities; it is 
applied psychology. 

Jay: Politics or psychology — it stinks. 

Penny: Besides, it’s high time our 
school had a change of administra- 
tion. Taxi Randall and his crowd 
have been big shots long enough. 

Jay: So that’s the lay of the land? 
You have it in for Taxi Randall, 
do you? 

Penny: Certainly not. He has a right 
to live. 

Jay: What a broad-minded statement 
that is. It seems to me, not too long 
ago, you felt it a privilege to live in 
the world the 
same 

PENNY: 

Jay: | am not exaggerating and you 
know it. He was over here half the 


breathe 
air as Taxi Randall. 


same and 


You’re exaggerating' 
time, and on the telephone the other 


half. 
you and old Personality Plus any- 


What ever happened between 


how? 

Be- 
sides, Sylvester will have twice the 
personality Taxi has by the time I’m 
finished with him. 

Jay: That I gotta see, Sister. 
gotta see. 


Penny: None of your business. 


That I 


Penny: You'll see it soon enough, Jay 
McGuire. But right now, I have 
something better to do than listen to 
your prattle. Sylvester will be here 
any minute, and I want to hear his 
campaign speech. 

Jay (Sitting on sofa): So dol... and 
here I’ll stay till the dear boy comes. 

Penny: You'll do nothing of the sort. 
Now clear out of here. 

Jay: But I want to drink in every word 
he says. 

Penny: Jay MeGuire, if you’re not out 











of here by the time I count three, 
I'll 
Jay: You'll probably go right on count- 
ing, because I wouldn’t miss this for 
a farm. (Mrs. McGutre enters.) 
Mrs. McGuire: Hello, darlings! Jay! 
Thank goodness you’re home for 
once when I need you. Please be 
a good boy and dash down to the 
Mill Street Parking Lot with these 
keys. I left the car there for your 
father and then I took the keys out 
and brought them home in my purse. 
The attendant will be frantic. 
Penny: Moms, that’s terrible. 
won’t be able to move it. 
Mrs. McGutre: I know. It’s terribly 


They 


embarrassing. 
Jay: Moms, | can’t go right this 
minute. 


Penny: Yes, he can, Moms. 

Mrs. McGuire: I’m sorry, but this 
errand can’t wait. Here are the keys, 
dear, and please try to explain to the 
man that your mother is a pretty 
responsible person, most of the time. 
(Hands Jay keys) 

Jay: O.K., Moms, I'll do it for you, but 
no one else on this earth could get 
me to budge from this spot at this 
particular minute. (Jay exits.) 

Penny: It’s the most wonderful thing 
in the world to have a scatter- 
brained mother! 

Mrs. McGuire: I hope you mean that 
for a compliment. Why? 

Penny: Because you got rid of Jay at 
the crucial moment. Sylvester 
Pratt is due here any time now, and 
I didn’t want Jay horning in. 

Mrs. McGuire: Why not? Is there 
anything so special about Sylvester 
that you must have him all to your- 


self? Frankly, I don’t understand 
what you see in this Sylvester per- 
son. He certainly is different from 
most of the boys you bring home. 

Penny: That’s just it, Mother. It’s 
because he’s different that I like him. 

Mrs. McGuire: Come now, Penny. 
You don’t really like him, do you? 

Penny: I don’t like him very much as 
is; but I know I'll like him a lot 
after I’ve changed him. 

Mrs. McGutre: Changed him? 

Penny: Yes, Mother. I’m going to 
make a man out of Sylvester Pratt. 
I’m going to give him a new per- 
sonality. 

Mrs. McGuire: Dear me! Won't that 
take a lot of doing? 

Penny: Mother, don’t you believe in 
the power of woman? 

Mrs. McGuire: That just depends. 

Penny: Don’t you know that in the 
life of every great man, there was 
some woman behind him, urging 
him on to success? 

Mrs. McGuire: That’s true enough. 

Penny: I aim to be that woman in 
Sylvester’s life. I’m going to make 
something out of him. 

Mrs. McGuire: Do you have any- 
thing definite in mind? 

Penny: I do. I’m going to make him 
president of Madison High Student 
Council. AS 

Mrs. McGuire: But isn’t Taxi Ran- 
dal! running again for president? 

Penny: What does that have to do 
with the situation? 

Mrs. MoGutre: | thought you were 
all for Taxi. 

Penny: “Were” is right. I was for 

Taxi, but that was B.B.C. 














Mrs. MoGuine: “B.B.C.?” 
the world does that mean? 

Penny: Before Bessie Carpenter! 

Mrs. McGuire: Ah-ha! Now I see the 
light. Taxi has succumbed to the 
charms of the fair Bessie, and you're 
out for blood. 


What in 


Penny: I'll get it, too, before this 
election is over. 
Mus. MoGuire: Just one word of 


warning, my child. Be sure whose 
blood you’re getting. 

Penny: What do you mean by that? 

Mrs. McGuire: I’ve heard that 
schemes like this sometimes boom- 
erang on the schemers. Just be sure 
you aren’t the one to get hurt. 

Penny: Mother, could such a 
thing happen? My little plot is 
practically foolproof. I’m going to 
build Sylvester up as the intelligent 
type — one who has the courage to 
be different. 


how 


He’s never had a date 
or been seen in public with a girl, 
and when he and I appear at the 
Mid-Winter Carnival Ball together, 
his social career and political career 
will be off to a good start. 

Mrs. McGurmre: I thought you and 
Taxi always went the Mid- 
Winter Carnival Ball. 

Penny: Mother dear, it’s a sign of ad- 
vanced age to be talking about the 
past all the time. 
is 1957. 

Mrs. McGuire: And 1957 seems to be 
Bessie Carpenter’s year with Taxi. 
Is he taking her to the ball? 

He’s taken her 

Doorbell) That 


to 


temember this 


Penny: I suppose so. 
every place else. 
must be Sylvester. 

Mrs. McGuire: I'll let him in, dear, 


but take it easy. Remember what | 
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said about boomerangs. (/xit Mrs. 
MeGuine. She speaks offstage.) 
Hello, Sylvester. Come in. Penny’s 
in the living room. (Pokes her head 
in the doorway) Penny, here’s your 
boomerang —-er—I mean _here’s 
Sylvester. (SYLVESTER enters carry- 
ing sutt box.) 

Penny: Hy’a, Sylvester. What's up? 

SyLvester: Penny, I had to come 
right over and tell you the good 
news. I got it! 

Penny: Got what? 

Sy_vesrer: The tuxedo. It just came. 
Unele Walter sent it to me from 
Cleveland. He hasn’t worn it for 
five vears but it fits me perfectly. 
Do you want to see it? 

Penny: No, I know 
looks like. I 
you got it. 


what a tuxedo 
think it’s swell that 
No boy in Madison has 
ever appeared at the Carnival Ball 
in a tux. You'll be a sensation! 
SYLVESTER: Do you really think I will? 
Sometimes I get so scared at the 
idea of going to a dance that my 
stomach starts doing pinwheels. 
Penny: Don’t 


stomach. 


bother about your 
Just keep time with the 
music and remember that line I told 
you to hand out to every girl you 
dance with. Do you think vou can 
remember? 
SYLVESTER: Sure. I practice it all the 
... Just keep saying it over and 
over to myself. 


time 


Al 
record player) V\l put on a waltz. 
You talk better to waltz time. (She 
puts on record and they start to dance. 
SYLVESTER holds PENNY al 
length and gazes soulfully into her 


Penny: Come on, let’s practice. 


arm’s 


CHES 














SYLVESTER (A8 they dance): Gee, you re 
wonderful, Penny. Where have you 
been all my life? You're not like the 


other girls around here. You're .. . 
Oh. I don’t know .. . sort of different 
. more intelligent... more . 


I know what it is. It’s what the 
books call charm. That’s what you 
have... real charm. Just the way 
vou look, the way you do your hair, 
the way you talk, the way you walk 

(Sighs) You’re just different, 
that’s all. (Laughs lightly) I’ve 
never paid much attention to girls 
before but that’s because I never met 
anybody like you. Let’s see more of 
each other, shall we? 

Penny (Releasing herself and stopping 
record): That was very good, Syl- 
vester. Honestly, if I hadn’t written 
that speech myself, I’d have fallen 
for it. That’s a real vote-getter. 
Now let’s try “Routine Number 2.” 
(Puls 
dance) 

Sy_vesrer: You know something, 
Penny? I have a confession to make. 
I’ve been watching you and follow- 
ing you around for days trying to 
get up enough nerve to talk to you. 
I can talk to most people easily 
enough, but you make me positively 
tongue-tied. I don’t know why it is. 
I guess it’s because you’re so differ- 
ent. 


on another record and they 


I just love to look at you and 
watch you when you talk, or when 
you read or when you just sit in class 
and listen. It’s a wonder you haven't 
noticed me staring at you. Why, I 
can tell you practically everything 
you did in class yesterday. I even 
know what dress you were wearing. 
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more of each other, shall we? 

Penny (Ending dance): That was really 
swell, Sylvester, and I'll have to 
hand it to you, you’re a smooth 
dancer. I had no idea you’d be so 
good. 

Sy_vesrer: I ought to be. My mother 
dragged me to dancing class when I 
Was SIX. 

Penny: You don’t need to 
about your success at the dance. 
You'll be a wow. Remember to 
alternate your routines, and after 
you get going, you can make up some 
stuff of your own. With a tuxedo 
and a line like that, you should out- 
class every boy there. 

SYLVESTER: One thing worries me. 

Penny: What? 

Sy_vesTer: Shouldn’t I mention the 
election at all? Shouldn’t I even say 
I’m going to run for Student Council 
president? 


worry 


Penny: Heavens, no! That would be 
too obvious. This is only the ground 
work we're laying. Monday after 
the dance, you make your campaign 
speech in assembly. By the way, we 
haven’t practiced that yet. Let’s 
hear it. 

Sy._vestrer: I’ve been too busy study- 
ing my party lines. I don’t know 
all my speech vet. 

Penny: Then we'll just have the intro- 
duction. Try to get rid of that 
squeak I don’t 
notice it so much when you talk in 


in your voice. 
conversational tone, but when you 
say your speech, your voice sounds 
like a rusty hinge. Now stand over 
there by the sofa, and begiri. 


(Pulls girl a little closer) Let’s see Syivestrer: Mr. Chairman, Faculty 





and Fellow Students of Madison 
High. I stand before you this after- 
noon, not as a politician but as a 
fellow student, a booster of Madison 
High. Around school, I take a lot of 
kidding about being a “Brain-Trust” 
and getting A’s on my report. I ad- 
mit I’m no football hero. When the 
other guys are slugging it out on the 
football field or the basketball court, 
I’m slugging it out with my books. 
Don’t let that keep you from voting 
for me next Thursday when you see 
my name on the ballot as a candi- 
date for president. Let others 
serve Madison High on the athletic 
field, but let me boost Madison with 
my brain, and I’ll be happy. I make 
no campaign promises except this: 
“As president of this school or as an 
everyday citizen, I remain, first, 
last, and always a BOOSTER FOR 
MADISON: Br Sure TO CHoose 
SYLVESTER Pratr TO WEAR THE 
PRESIDENTIAL Har!” 

Penny (Applauding): | thought you 
said you didn’t know your speech! 
You were letter-perfect, and most of 
the squeak is gone from your voice. 
I think we’ve covered two points 
of your platform very well. A, 
Appeal to the heart. You'll get a 
good start as a heart-breaker at the 
Carnival dance with that double 
line you’ve memorized, to say noth- 
ing of the dress suit. B, Appeal to 
the head. Your assembly speech does 
that, and you say it very forcefully. 
C, Appeal to the stomach. What 
have you decided to do about the 
fudge idea? 


Sy._vesTer: I still think buttons would 


be better. 


Penny: Good! 


PENNY: Sylvester, stop that. 





Penny: Buttons! You can’t eat but- 


tons! Besides, there’s nothing 
original about campaign buttons. 
With the five dollars that you’re 
allowed to spend for campaign pur- 
poses you could buy enough sugar to 
make a whale of a lot of fudge. Then 
you could get a committee of girls to 
tie it up in little cellophane bags and 
give it out after assembly. 


Sy_tvestTer: Each girl could say, 


“Here’s a tester; vote for Sylvester.” 


Penny: Why, that’s wonderful! Syl- 


vester, you get smarter all the time. 
Will your mother make the fudge? 


Sy_vester: Mother’s fudge always 


tastes like boiled sand. But I know 
somebody who makes delicious fudge. 
Now we have every- 
thing organized. We’l] make a whirl- 
wind start when we go to the dance. 
You hand your line to the girls, and 
I'll give vou a big build-up with 
every guy who dances with me. I 
hope you won’t think I’m conceited 
if I say we can exchange dances with 
all the V.I.P.’s, the VERY IMPORTANT 
PEOPLE in school; because my new 
dress is a knockout. It will look 
stunning against vour black tuxedo. 


SyL_vestTer: Mereiful, mereiful 


heavens! (Collapses on sofa and rocks 
back and forth in anguish.) 

What’s 
the matter? Are you sick? Shall I 
get you a glass of water? (SYLVESTER 
continues to groan and hold his head.) 
Are you in pain? (Puts hand on his 
arm) You’re shaking all over. I’d 
better call my mother. 


Syitvester (Wailing): No, no, no! 


Don’t call anybody. I’m not ill. 

















I’ve just made a terrible, terrible 
mistake. 

Penny: Is that all! 
serious. 

SYLVESTER: It is serious. It 
dawned on me till this minute that 
you expected to go to the Carnival 
Ball with me... so I never asked 
you. 

Penny: Don’t let that bother you. 
I didn’t expect you to ask me. I just 
took it for granted. I know how shy 
you are, even with me, but it’s O.K. 

Sy_vesrer: Penny, it’s not O.K. I’ve 
asked somebody else! 

Penny (Shocked): You’ve what? 

Sy.vester: I’ve asked another girl. 

Penny: You mean to stand there and 
tell me you already have a date for 
the Carnival Ball? 

Sy.vesrer: Yes, Penny, I have. 
see, it was this way... 

Penny: Sylvester Pratt, you get out of 
here, before I do something I’m 
sorry for. Of all the low-down tricks 
I ever heard, this is the lowest! 

Sy.tvesTeR: Honest, Penny, I didn’t 
think... 

Penny: That’s your trouble. You 
never think. You just repeat what 
others think. How did I ever 
imagine you could be president of 
Madison High? 

SYLVESTER: Penny, listen. . 
... listen... 

Penny: There’s only one thing I want 

to hear, and that’s how you ever got 

the nerve to ask anybody to any- 
thing. Here I’ve been working my 


I thought it was 


never 


You 


.. Please 


heart out making you a new man and 

you give me the brush-off. 
Sy._vesTer: Penny, I didn’t know... 
Penny: You don’t know anything that 
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matters! Only tell me one thing: 
how did you get the nerve to ask a 
real flesh and blood girl to go to that 
dance? 

SytvesTer (Giulping with fright and 
embarrassment): Well, it like 
this. I was sitting in the lunchroom 
practicing my lines .. . you know, 
the dance lines you gave me . 

Penny: I certainly ought to know. I 
wrote them. 

Syivester: Well, suddenly I noticed 
this girl sitting across the table. The 
sunlight was shining on her hair, and 
all at once I found myself going into 
the Number Two Routine . . . out 
loud. There I sat telling her how I 
loved to watch her, and how I stared 
at everything she did, and how I re- 
membered everything she said and 
everything she wore. Only 
(Swallows) 

PENNY: Go on... 

SYLVESTER: Only when | got to that 
last line .. . ‘“‘Let’s see more of each 
other, shall we?’’, something hap- 
pened. 

Penny: What? 

SYLVESTER: She answered me. She 
said... “When?” and before I knew 
it I said, “At the Mid-Winter 
Carnival Ball”... and she said .. . 
“It’s a date”... and well... that’s 
the end. 

Penny: I’ll say that’s the end. That's 
the end of you, Sylvester Pratt. You 
can just get somebody else to write 
your speeches, and plan your cam- 
paign and make your fudge. 

Syivestrer: She makes delicious fudge 

. 80 soft and creamy. She gave 
me some out of her lunch box! 

Penny: That’s the pay-off. She gave 


was 


only what? 














vou some fudge! Hovw 
sickening. 
thing, Sylvester Pratt 


absolutely 
You've taught me one 
You can’t 
Now take that suit 


box and get out of here! 


trust any man 


Sy_vesrer: Penny, can’t we be friends? 
Can’t we still work together on my 
campaign? Your ideas are so good! 

Penny: The worst idea I ever had in 
my life, Sylvester Pratt, was to think 
I wouldn't 

gave me a 


you'd make a president. 
vote for you, if you 
pound of fudge a day. Seram 
Syi_vesrer: Very well, if that’s the way 
you feel about it. You know, I’m 
sort of disappointed in you, in a way! 
Penny: I like that! 
pointed in me! 
Sy_vesTer: Yes, | 


should be proud of me 


You're disap- 


Here 


proud of 


am. you 


how well I did with my lines, proud 


that I’ve overcome my shyness. In- 


stead, you’re just acting like a 
jealous little cat! 
Penny (Picking up sofa cushion 


You get out of this 
house, Sylvester Pratt, before I give 


That’s enough. 


you the feather treatment! Go on, 
get out! And stay out, you 
(The last 


line ends practically in a scream as 


you, boomerang, you! 


SYLVESTER grabs his box and runs out 

Penny flings herself on the 
Of all the ungrateful little 
beasts! | 


the door. 
sofa 
could ery my eyes out 
when I think of it, but I won’t.. . 
I won't... I won't! (Her voice 
breaks as she says the last “I won't.” 
As she starts lo cry, Mrs. McGuire 
enters.) 
Mrs. McGuire: I thought I heard a 
door bang. Where’s Sylvester? Why, 
what's the matter, Penny? 


Penny: Mother, you were so right 
It turned out just as you said. That 
horrid Sylvester boomeranged on me 
He got so good at the line I taught 
him, he handed it out to some other 
girl, and asked her to the Carnival 
Ball instead of me. (Wails) 

Mrs. MecGurre: I was afraid some- 
thing like this would happen. You 
just sueceeded too well at your own 

Making people over 

is a dangerous pastime, and some- 


game, Penny. 


times somebody gets hurt. 

Penny: And this time it was Penny 
MeGuire. Mother, how could he do 
such a thing? Think of my lovely 
new dress, all gone to waste! 

Mrs. McGurre: Never mind, dear, 
I’m sure someone else will ask you. 

Penny: You're just saying that to 
make me feel better! (Jay enters 
with elaborate pantomime of scanning 
the horizon to make sure SYLVESTER 
1s nol on the scene.) 

Jay: Psst! 


Is the coast clear? Has 


your boy friend gone? Sylvester, I 
mean. 

Penny: Don’t you dare call that hor- 
rid wretch my boy friend. In fact, I 
don’t even want to hear his name. 

Jay: Oh-ho! 


blows. Well, in that case, you won't 


So that’s how the wind 


want to hear the news I have about 
him. 

Penny: | certainly don’t 
it, Jay? 

Jay: Well, the old boy’s not so dumb 
as he looks. Guess who his date ts 
for the Carnival Ball? 

Penny: I don’t know and I don’t care! 
Who? 

Jay: Bessie Carpenter! 

Penny: Bessie Carpenter! Oh, no! It 


... What is 











can’t be! Not the Bessie Carpenter! 

Jay: Yep, the very one. The Bessie 
Carpenter, who has been trying to 
snag on to Taxi Randall! Now what 
do you think of that? 

Penny: I hardly know what to think . . 

Jay: Doesn’t it give you any ideas... . 
ideas about the election . . . or the 
dance... or... anything? 

Penny: That dance! (Shrugging her 
shoulders) That’s not really so im- 
portant . . . but the election 
well, that’s a different matter. If I 
were convinced that Taxi is serious 
about running for the second term 
...I might... well, I just might 
change my platform. 

Mrs. McGuire: A change of mind 
never hurt anyone. 

Jay: As a matter of fact, I was talking 
to ‘l'axi just a while ago. He works 
at the parking lot where Mother left 
the car. He just got the job. 

Mrs. McGutre: Oh, dear, I hope he 
wasn’t cross about the keys. 

Jay: He didn’t seem to be, but he did 
ask me if I thought Penny would go 
to the dance with him if he asked her. 

Penny: Jay, did he really? What 
did you say? 

Jay: I said he should ask you and find 
out for himself. 

Mrs. McGutre: Good for you, Jay. 
That was a tactful reply. Now, 
Penny, it’s up to you. 

Penny: Yeah, but I’ll practically have 
to turn him down now, just to save 

I don’t want to play 


my face. 


second fiddle to Bessie Carpenter. 
Jay: Stop talking about second fiddles, 
and talk about Taxi. You know you 
want to go with him. 
Penny: Sure I do, but... 





Jay: If it will make you feel any 
better, Bessie and Taxi broke off two 
days ago. She only went with Silly 
Sylvester because she couldn't get 
Taxi. 

Penny: Honest, Jay, is that how it 
was? (Phone rings.) 

Jay: That’s the story. 
your call, 

Penny: I'll get it! I'll get it! 

Jay: Don’t break your neck. There’s 
no race. It’s all yours. 

Penny: Hello! Hello! Yes, this is 
Penny. Who? Who? I didn’t catch 
the name. Oh, Taxi — Taxi Randall. 


I’ll bet that’s 


Hello, Taxi. Sure, I’m fine. How 
are you? You what? You want 
to come over? (Winks at Mrs. 
McGutre and Jay) When? Right 
now? I don’t know ... I have some 
school work to do... but... . if 


you promise to go home early . . 
I guess it will be O.K. All right, 
see you later. Goodbye. 

Murs. McGuire: I guess that’s that. 
You'll be wearing your new dance 
dress after all. 

Jay: What about the election? 
you stall the 
Sylvester Pratt? 

Penny: Sylvester? Who’s he? On my 


Are 


on bandwagon for 


ballot ... No one can hold a candle 
... to Good Old Taxi Randall. 
Jay: Say, that’s a swell slogan, Sis. 
Maybe you'll help on his campaign. 
Penny: Maybe I will and this 
time... it won't boomerang! 


THE END 


(Because of the popularity of this play, it is reprinted 
from the January, 1050 issue.) 


(Production Notes on page 44) 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


BOOMERANG 

Characters: 2 male; 2 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern dress. 

Properties: Keys, suit box, dance records. 

Setting: The living room of the McGuire 
home. A large sofa with cushions on it is 
downstage right. Upstage center is a desk, 
and on the desk, a telephone and a victrola. 
Other chairs and tables are placed around 
the room, and pictures are hung on the 
walls to give the room an attractive com- 
fortable appearance. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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Middle Grades 





Peter's Easter Basket Company 


by Betty G. Blaine 


Characters 
Perer LONGEARS 
Mr. LONGEARS 
STARLIGHT 
Mr. Wise Eyes 
Jack or HEARTS 
LirtLe Boy BLuge 
CuicKken LirrLe 
CHILDREN 


ScENE | 

Time: One week before Easter. 

SetrinG: A clearing in the woods. Four 
tables and chairs are placed upstage. 

At Rise: Perer LONGEARS is on stage, 
wishing on a four-leaf clover. 

Perer: I wish . . . (Thinking) | wish 
for two bushels of carrots to be de- 
livered to me at the following ad- 
dress: Mr. Peter Longears, Rabbit 
Warren Number 99, Bunnyville, 
U.S.A. (Closes his eyes and waits) 
I’m waiting! (/mpatiently) I’m 
waiting! (Opens eyes and walks to 
front of stage) Can you imagine that? 
That’s the three hundred and fifty- 
second time I’ve wished the same 
wish and still no answer. 

Mr. Loncears (Hurrying on stage): 
Peter, Peter, I’ve been looking all 
over for you. I should have known 
you would be out here daydreaming. 

Perer: I’m not daydreaming, Father. 
I was wishing for some delicious cold, 
crisp carrots. 


Mr. LonGears: If you spent as much 
time working as you do on selfish 
wishes, I could be so proud of you. 
Never mind, though, the news I 
have to tell you will change every- 
thing. 

Peter: I like things the way they are. 
What is your news, Father? 

Mr. Lonoears (Pulling hand on 
PerTeERr’s shoulder): Peter, there comes 
a time in every gentleman rabbit’s 
life when he proudly hands his 
business over to his first son. Up 
until now I have asked you to do 
very little work but something 
special has come up. 

Peter (Anziously): Father, you are 
not sick, are you? 

Mr. Loncears: No, I am not sick, 
my boy. I have been given a very 
important government job. I must 
take the rabbit census. Of course, 
you know that is a big job. Un- 
fortunately, it comes at my busiest 
season -—just as | was making 
preparations for Easter. I’m sure 
that in spite of your little experience 
with work you will handle the Easter 
basket business very nicely. 

Perenr: I am feeling a little sick myself, 
Father. I’m afraid I cannot take 
such a big responsibility. 

Mr. LonGcears: You are beginning 
with the wrong attitude, my son. 
Never say “I cannot” for then surely 





you will fail. You must say, “I 
think I can and I know I will,” and 
success will be sure to follow. Good- 
bye, Peter and good luck. (Hurries 
offstage) 

Perer (Calling after him): I think I 
cannot and I know I won’t be able to. 
(Dejectedly) He’s gone. Where shall 
I start? What shall I do? Oh, I 
wish by all the stars above someone 
was here to help me. (Staruicut 


enters. ) 

Sraruicut: Did you call for me, 
Peter? 

Perer (Ignoring her): No. No. The 


only one I want to see is my father, 
and he has left me to handle the 
Easter basket business without him. 
(Turns, sees Stranuicut) Wait a 


minute. I did wish for someone to 
help me. Who are you, anyway? 
STaRLIGHT: I’m Starlight, the first 


star you see each night. Have you 
changed your mind about wanting 
all of those carrots? It was a silly 
wish, wasn’t it? 

Perer (Crossly): No, | not 
changed my mind about the carrots. 
However, you can add a couple 


have 


dozen bushels of colored eggs and 
baskets to my order. Then you 
might as well deliver them to all 
the children on Easter morning. | 
guess that will be all. 

Srariicut: Peter Longears, not only 
are you greedy but you are lazy as 
well. No, I cannot help you. You 
must learn to help yourself before 
you will receive any rewards. (£zits.) 

Perer: I am not greedy and I am not 
lazy. It is just that I like to eat 
carrots and I don’t like to work. 
(Begins to cry.) What shall I do? 


36 


How shall I begin? (Mr. Wise 
Eyes enters) 
Mr. Wise Eves: Whooo. Whooo. 


Whooo do I hear in distress? Why 
it’s Master Longears! What is your 
trouble, Peter? 

Perer: Mr. Wise Eyes, | am so happy 
to see you. I have heard that owls 
are wiser than anyone and I could 
use a large amount of wisdom right 
now. 

Mr. Wise Eves: I don’t like to brag, 
but you are correct. However, some 
owls are more intelligent than others. 
(Walks to front of stage and sticks 
chest out) I am the most intelligent 
of all. (Turns to Perer) Go ahead. 
Ask me a question about anything — 
history, politics, literature, art or 
whatever you choose. 
it. 

Perer: Gladly, Mr. Wise Eyes. You 
see this is the situation. I have just 
inherited the entire Easter basket 
business from my father and what 
I want to know is how to begin. 

Mr. Wise Eyes: That should 
fairly simple. Number one, you 
must collect the eggs. Number two, 
you must dye the eggs. And number 
three, you must deliver the eggs. It 
is as simple as that. 

Perer: Yes, sir. I know the three 
steps but you see I am not too fond 
of work and I thought, perhaps, 
you might know an easier way. 

Mr. Wise Eves: My boy, there is no 
easier way for work to be done than 
to do it as quickly as possible. 
(Thoughtfully) However, by using 
what brains we have we can some- 
times lighten the load. 

Perer: Don’t rely on my brains, 


I will answer 


be 


\r. 











Wise Eyes. You are doing splendidly. 
Go right ahead. Be my guest! 

Mr. Wise Eyes: Let me see. You 
could incorporate your father’s 
Easter basket business. 

Perer: That’s a fine idea but what 
does it mean? 

Mr. Wise Eves: Up until now the 
Easter basket business has been 
run entirely by one man. It is 
never wise to put all the eggs in one 
basket so to speak. (Laughs) You 
see I am quite a wit, too. 

Perer (Laughs weakly): Yes, that is 
very funny. I am beginning to 
understand what you mean.  In- 
stead of one person taking all of the 
responsibility, it can be divided. 

Mr. Wise Eyes: That’s it exactly. 
You will need a Production Depart- 
ment. The Dyes Committee can 
handle the coloring of the eggs. 
There must be a Distribution De- 
partment, too. 

Peter (Happily): I can see it clearly 
now. I'll have a desk with a sign 
which reads Peter Longears, Presi- 
dent of the world’s only Easter 
Basket Company. 

Mr. Wise Eyes: You would do well 
to stop dreaming about your sign 
and begin hiring some helpers. 

Perer: Do you have any suggestions? 

Mr. Wise Eyes: I promised to answer 
only one question. I must leave 
you now. I am appearing in a quiz 
program on television. Goodbye, 
Peter, and good luck to you with 
your business venture. 

Perer: Goodbye and thank you. 
(Exit Mr. Wise Eves) Now to get 
started. I’ll make this my office. 
I’ll put up a Help Wanted sign and 


37 


then I'll be in business. (Frits. He 
returns immediately with a “Help 
Wanted” sign, which he pins on a 
tree.) There! I’ll wait and see what 
happens. (He exits. Jack oF 
Hearts, Lirrte Boy Buive and 
CHICKEN Lirr.e enter from the other 
side.) 

Jack or Hearts: All I did was to 
sample a few cherry tarts, but the 
Queen of Hearts made such a big 
fuss that I was forced to run away. 

Boy Bivue (Sympathetically): That's 
too bad, Jack. (Blows horn) I 
don’t know how those cows get 
away from me. I only close my 
eyes for a little nap and presto! 
They disappear right into the corn 
fields. Chicken Little, I’m afraid I 
cannot keep any job. 

Cuicken Lirrie: I know what you 
mean, Boy Blue. On my last job 
I was right in the middle of some- 
thing important when I felt a bump 
on my head and I dropped every- 
thing and rushed to tell the King 
the sky was falling. I was just 
doing my civic duty, you under- 
stand. 

Boy Buve: I understand. What hap- 
pened? 

CuickeNn Lirrie: It was just another 
false alarm. ‘The terrible part of it 
was I lost my job. (Disgustedly) 
They said I was not dependable. 
(All shake heads and notice Peren’s 
sign. ) 

Aut: Look! Help Wanted! (Prrer 
enters, just in time to hear this, with 
four telephones and four signs, which 
read President, Production, Dyes, and 
Distribution. He places these on the 


tables, as he tall:s.) 











Perer: Well, this is your lucky day, 
my friends. It just happens that I 
have three vacancies in my Easter 
Basket Company and because this 
is my rush season I cannot be too 
fussy about whom I hire. I will 
consider you if you can each furnish 
a reference. (Boy Biur, Jack and 
Curcken Lirrie whisper together.) 

Jack or Hears (Steps forward): Mr. 
Longears, I believe Boy Blue would 
work very hard for you because he 
is so ambitious. 
fingers to audience ) 

Boy Buve: And I recommend Chicken 
Little as a good worker who is very 
dependable. (Holds up crossed 
Singers) 

Cuicken Lirrie: I am sure you will 
never regret employing Jack of 
Hearts because he is honest and 
loyal. (Also crosses fingers) 

Peren: Is this true, Jack? 

Jack or Hearts: Yes, sir, I cross my 
heart and hope to die. (Crosses 
heart on his chest) 

Perer: I’m glad you said that because 
it is exactly what you are going 
to do. Dye! 

Jack or Hearts (Frightened): No, no, 
no. 

Perer: Dye eggs, that is. (Takes 
Jacx’s arm and leads him to desk 
marked “Dyes.”” Jack laughs weakly 
and sits.) 

CuicKen Lirrusz: Ha, ha, that’s pretty 
funny. You'll never lay any eggs 
with that joke. 

Perer: Neither will you unless you 
get started in the Production De- 
partment. (Cuicken LIirrLe sits.) 

Boy Buive (Laughing loudly): Ha ha, 
I haven’t laughed so hard in ages. 


(Holds up crossed 
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(Looking at two empty desks) I see two 
jobs are still open. I’ll flip you for the 
job of President. 

Perer (Laughing loudly): Ho, ho, ho. 


You are right. It is very funny. 
(Stops laughing suddenly) I wouldn’t 
be surprised if you had not already 
flipped — your lid, that is. Get into 
the Distribution Department. (Boy 
BuveE sits.) My problems are solved. 
I'l} give them their duties and then 
I'l] munch a few carrots until the 
job is completed. (Prrer goes to 
desk and calls Production Depart- 
ment. Phone rings.) 

Cuicxen Lirrie: Hello, Production 
Clerk speaking. 

Perer: Chicken Little, these are your 
instructions. Contact your friends 
at Old MacDonald’s farm and tell 
them we need six thousand eggs. 

Cuicken Lirrie: Yes, sir, right away. 

Perer: Tell the crew this is a rush 
job and we would appreciate it if 
they would lay hard-boiled eggs. 
Do you have that? 

Cuicken Lirrie: Yes, sir. Goodbye. 
(Perer dials again. Phone rings. 
Jack or Hearts picks up his phone.) 

Jack or Hearts: Chairman of Dyes 
Committee. May I help you? 

Perer: You had better help me. 
Listen. As the eggs come to you 
from the Production Department, 
it is up to you to dye them. The 
brighter the colors you use the better 
the children will like them. Do you 
understand? 


Jack or Hearts: I understand but 
there is something I must tell you. 


Perer: All that matters is that you 
understand. Goodbye. (Perer dials 








again. Phone rings. Boy BLue 
answers sleepily.) 

Boy Buve: Hello. This is the Distri- 
bution Department. 

Perer: Boy Blue, wake up and stay 
awake. As the Faster baskets come 
to you from the Dyes Committee you 
must deliver them to the children 
on the list you have on your desk. 


This is very important. They must 


be delivered before dawn Easter 
morning. Do you have any ques- 
tions? 


Boy Biue (With eyes drooping): No. 
No questions. Goodnight 
goodbye. (He hangs up and slumps 
over his desk.) 

Perer: There, my work is finished 
except to see that things run 
smoothly. (Takes out carrot and 
eats. Phone rings in Production.) 

CuickeEN Litre: Hello, this is Pro- 
duction Clerk, Chicken Little. 
(Listens) Congratulations, Old 
Woman in the Shoe! How many this 
time? Triplets. I’ll put in the order 
for three more baskets. Goodbye. 
(JacK OF Hearts dials. Prrer’s 
phone rings.) 

Jack or Hearts: Mr. President, | feel 
it is my duty as Chairman and only 
member of the Dyes Committee to 
tell you that something is troubling 
me. 

Perer: As I said before Jack, I am 
not interested in your personal 
troubles. My only interest is that 
you do your job well. 

Jack OF Hearts: I’m color-blind and 
I cannot dye the eggs. 

Perer: Color-blind. (Hangs up) That’s 
terrible! (Cuicken Lirrie dials. 
‘Perer’s phone rings again) Hello. 


I mean 
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CuicKkeN Lirrte: Mr. President, we 
are having difficulties in my de- 
partment. The chickens are 
strike. They refuse to lay hard- 
boiled eggs. This is a civie disaster 
so I am off to tell the king. 

Perer: On strike! Oh, no! (Hangs 
up. Throws up hands) What 
dilemma! Only Boy Blue’s depart- 
ment is running smoothly, I will 
ask him for help. (Calls and phone 
rings and rings.) Now 
what will I do? 

CURTAIN 


*_*e+ & & 


on 


a 


He’s asleep. 


SCENE 2 

Time: Laster evening. 

Serrine: Same as Scene |. 

Ar Rise: Perer is collapsed over his 
desk, sleeping. 
Production, Dyes and Distribution 
are on his desk, near his President 
sign. 

Mr. Loncears (Entering): Peter, 


The signs saying 


Peter, wake up. Wake up! It’s 
Faster evening. Where are the 
Easter baskets? Did you deliver 
them? 

Perer (/n daze): Collect eggs. Dye 
eggs. Deliver eggs. Hurry. Hurry. 


Hurry. (Rubs eyes and looks around) 

Oh, what a nightmare! Hello, Dad. 

I was dreaming about Easter 
baskets. 

Mr. Loncears: Where are they? Did 
you deliver them in time? 

Perenr: | delivered the last basket this 
morning just as the sun came up. 
It was some job. I settled the strike 
in the henhouse and did all of the 
work by myself and I’m a beat 
bunny! 

Mr. Loncears: Of course, 


my son 











I] knew vou could handle the job 

I] would never have ac- 

the government position. 
What is all this about a strike in 
the henhouse? 

Perer: It’s all settled now. I must 
admit I wasted a lot of time trying 
to find others to do the work for me, 
but I wasn’t successful. You know 
something, Father? Mr. Wise Eyes 
was right. The easiest way for work 
to be done is to do it. The hardest 
part for me was deciding to do it. 

Mr. Loncears: The important thing 
is that the baskets got to the children 
on time. I’m proud of you, my son. 


alone or 


cepted 


You can go back to sleep now. There 
is the first star of evening. 
Perer: Yes, I am sleepy but I must 
Starlight, Star- 
bright, first star I see tonight. I 
wish I may, I wish [ might have 
this wish 


do something first. 


I wish tonight. (Srar- 
LIGHT enters. ) 
Sranticut: Hello, Peter. IL suppose 
you are wishing for your two bushels 
of carrots and I must admit you 

certainly deserve them 


Perer: Oh no, Starlight. I had almost 


forgotten about the carrots. I just 
wanted to wish everyone a happy, 
happy Easter. I want to tell them 
that I will be back next year if my 
father is willing to take in a partner 
in the Easter basket business. (Mr. 
LONGEARS puts his arm around his 
son. ) 

Mr. Loncears: Son, you will be 
fine partner. 


a4 


STaRLIGHT: Because you have learned 
to wish for others instead of for 
yourself, we have a surprise for you 
(She waves her wand, and CutLpREeNn 
enter. Four of them are carrying two 
bushel baskets, one child on each side 
of the baskets. 
Easter baskets. ) 

Ist Cutty: Hello, Peter, we’ve been 
looking for you. 

2np Cuttp: We have a gift for you. 

3rpD Curtp: Thank you for our Easter 
baskets. 

47n Cutty: We’ve brought you two 
bushels of carrots for our Easter 
present to you. (Prerer samples 
carrots while CHILDREN dance around 
him in a circle. Curtain.) 


THE END 


Other children carry 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Pyrer’s Easter Basket Company 


Characters: 5 male; 2 female; 4 male or female: 
male or female extras as desired 


Playing Time: 15 minutes. 


Costumes; Peter and Mr. Longears wear 
brown suits with puff tails and caps with 
long cardboard ears. Mr. Wise Eyes wears 
brown fringed costume with cardboard 

wings, big spectacles, and a graduation hat. 

Starlight wears a long white dress, with a 

star crown on her head. Chicken Little 

wears a vellow fringed costume with small 

vellow wings. Jack of Hearts wears a 

white suit with red hearts on the front and 

hack. Little Boy Blue wears a blue suit 
and carries a horn 
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Properties: Wand with a star on the end, 
for Starlight. Large paper four-leaf clover, 
several carrots, four tables or orange crates, 
four chairs, four telephones, and signs 
saying President, Production, i yes, Distri- 
bution, and Help Wanted, for Peter. Two 
bushel baskets with carrots, and Easter 
baskets, for Children. 


Setting: A clearing in the woods. A few trees 
or bushes on stage. Upstage are four small 
tables and chairs. 


Lighting: No special effects. 








Easter Egg Magic 


hy Mary Stansbury 


Characters 
Papa RABBIT 
Mama Rapsir 
Ranpby Rast 
Joan RABBIT 
Peter Rapsit 
MAILMAN 
Mrs. Mopsy 
Mr. SWAMPSON 
Jor 

SCENE | 

Time: Three days before Easter. 

Serine: The Rabiit home. The work- 
shop is on the left, separated by a 
partition from the living room, which ts 
on the right. 

Ar Ruse: Papa is at work in the work- 
shop. Mama enters living room from 
right. 

Mama: Papa — where are you, Papa? 

Papa: In the workshop, of course. 
Where else would | be just three 
days before Faster? 

Mama (Coming through door to work- 
shop): Papa, when are you going to 
stop working? It’s getting late. 

Papa (Wearily): Yes, I know it is, 
Mama, but I just have to get this 
order out tonight. 

Mama: You can’t go on like this, dear. 
You haven’t had a whole night’s 
sleep in a week. Besides, you know 
that Randy will be home from San 
Francisco in a little while. 

Papa: I'll be plenty glad to see that 

Of all times to run off on a 
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boy 








trip — right in the middle of the 
Easter rush — just when I need him 
most. 


Mama: Now don’t get yourself all 


worked up over that subject again, 
dear. He’s old enough now to do 
what he wants. You know how 
young people are — they don’t con- 
sider the season or anything else. 
Now come on you get 
cleaned up. You have egg dye on the 
end of your nose. (PAPA and MaMa 
enter living room. Mama picks up 
funny books from the sofa and floor, 
and Papa drops wearily onto the sofa.) 
Bugs Bunny — Bugs Bunny all 
Bugs Bunny. How Peter likes that 
Bugs Bunny. The way he mimics 
him... 

Papa: Where Peter and Joan? 
Don’t they ever stay home? ‘They 
could help me in the shop once in a 
while. 

Mama: They’re over at Farmer 
Brown’s getting food, dear. They 
should be home any minute now. 

Papa: I’m sorry. It’s just that there 
is so much to do — and only a few 
days left —- and I’m not as young 
as I used to be. 

Mama: Everything is going to be all 
right now, with Randy back to help 
you. (Joan and Perer come into 
the living room. JOAN has a large can 
of carrot juice and a bag of carrots and 
cabbages. ) 


must 


are 





Joan: Hi, Mama! Hi, Papa! 

Perer (Munching on carrot. Several 
carrots stick out of his hip pocket): 
Papa, just lock at the good old 
carrots we got. 

Joan: Yes, and some yummy carrot 
juice. (Mama takes things from 
Joan, and exits. Joan walks over 
to the table and picks up a large stack 
of papers. Pwrer sits on the floor, 
looking at a funny book and munching 
carrots.) Oh, look at these orders 
for Easter Eggs. 

Para (Rising from sofa): When did 
those come? (Calling to other room) 
Mama! (Mama enters) When did 
these orders come? Why didn’t you 
tell me? 

Mama: Papa, I’m sorry. I knew you’d 
never stop work tonight if you saw 
them. 

Para: You should have told me. I 
couldn’t be working any faster, any- 
way, though. 

Joan: Mama, how are we ever going 
to get all the eggs colored by Easter? 
I’ll just be miserable if I can’t go 
to the Bunny Hop tomorrow night. 

Papa: Bunny Hop? All these eggs, 
and she worries about a Bunny Hop? 
(RANDY enters.) 

Ranpy (Jauntily): Hi, folks! Hi, Judy 
and Peter. 
him.) 

Mama (fHnugging Ranpy): Son, it’s 
good to have you home again! 

Ranpy: Mama, you say that as if 
I'd been gone a year instead of only 
two weeks. 

Perer: Was it exciting, Randy? 

Ranpy: You bet it was, kid. Just wait 
till you see what I brought back! 

Papa: I’m glad you had a good time, 


(Everyone runs to greet 


son, but I’m afraid we haven’t had 
much fun around here. You know 
Easter is pretty near, and we have 
more orders than we’ve ever had. 
I still can’t see why you had to go 
away just at Easter time. 

Ranpy: Now, Papa, I didn’t com- 
pletely forget you while I was away. 
I found something to solve all your 
problems in San Francisco. 

Papa: I don’t have any problems in 
San Francisco. All my troubles are 
right out there. (Points to workshop) 

RANDY: that’s what I 


Sure, Papa, 


mean. I’ve found a new invention, 


Papa, that is really going to make 
a big change in the egg dyeing 
business. 

Papa (Skeptically): crackpot 
idea, I guess, to get somebody’s 
hard-earned money. But not my 
money. 
tanpy: No, this thing really works. 

Perer: Is it a super jet? 
tanpy: No, Peter, but it’s really super 
for Papa’s business. 

Papa: I don’t want to see any new- 
fangled contraption. I’ve been in 
the egg business a long time, and | 
guess I know... 

Mama: At least we 
can’t we, Papa? 

Papa: Oh, I suppose so. 


Some 


can look at it, 

(PAPA goes 
back and sits down resignedly, looking 
very bored. RANDY goes to the door and 
returns with Mr. SWAMPSON who is 
pulling a hand truck on which is a 
gayly painted box labeled: BGG COLOR- 
ING MACHINE. ) 

Ranpy: Just look at this, Papa. Isn’t 
this an efficient looking machine? 
This is Mr. Swampson, who is going 
to show us how the machine works. 








Papa (Shakes hands stiffly and formally 
with Mr. Swampson): How do you 
do. My son gets excited and goes 
overboard. I’ve been in the egg 
business a long time, and I’ve never 
seen or heard of any machine that 
could color all the eggs I have to 
get ready by Easter. 

Mr. Swampson: I’d like to show you 
how this machine can color eggs just 
as nicely as you can by hand and a 
lot faster, sir. (PereR is busy looking 
at the machine, pulling at the levers, 
and very interested in the shiny 
buttons. ) 

Ranpy: Papa, we could use it in the 
shop tomorrow and if you don’t like 
it, we wouldn’t have to keep it. 

Papa: I don’t have time to fool around 
with (As argument continues, 
Perer pushes a bulton and eggs go 
rolling out on the floor. Papa goes 
into a frenzy. Mr. SWAMPSON runs 
around to turn off the machine. 
Ranpy begins to chase Peter who 
hides behind the sofa.) Get that 
ridiculous thing out of here — the 
very idea of a silly thing like that to 
color eggs! 

Ranpy: You don’t have to insult my 
friend — nor me either — with your 
old-fogey ideas! 

Mama: Son, son. Don’t talk like that 
to your father. 

Ranpy: I’m sorry, Mama, but don’t 
expect me to go into business with 
Papa. If I go into the Easter Egg 
business it won’t be in some old- 
fashioned way that’s been out-of- 
date for a hundred years. (Papa 
stomps off at rear of stage, and RANDY 
drags Mr. Swampson and the ma- 
chine off at side.) 








43 


Joan: What’s going to happen to us 
now, Mama? Randy’s mad. Why 
can’t Peter behave? 

Mama: I forgot Peter. Where are you, 
Peter? (Sees him behind sofa) Come 
from behind that sofa right this 
minute. You march right upstairs 
and go to bed. 

Prerer: Mama, that machine had such 
a lot of pretty buttons. 

Mama: Good night, Peter. (Prrer 
exits at rear. Mama and Joan start 
picking up broken eggs.) 

Joan: What will we do now? We can’t 
possibly get all those eggs dyed by 
Easter. We'll be working every 
night — and I just have to go to 
the Bunny Hop. 

Mama: After we’ve had a good night’s 
sleep maybe we can figure something 
out. (Turns out lights) Tomorrow is 
another day — and what a big day 
it will be. 

CURTAIN 


*>_* + * * 


SCENE 2 

Time: The next morning. 

Serrinc: Same as Scene 1. Funny 
books have been moved from living 
room, except one under the rug. 

At Rise: Papa is in the workshop, with 
his night shirt stuffed into his trous- 
ers. His hair is mussed as if he had 
just awakened. MaMa comes in 
through living room to workshop, 
tying on her apron. 

Mama: Papa, are you out here work- 
ing so early? 

Papa: Yes, and everything has gone 
wrong. Just look at these eggs. 
Such a mess. 

Mama: They all look good to me! 





(She prcks up egg and looks u over.) 

Papa: Of course they do — without 
your glasses. 

Mama: Don’t remind me that I’m 
getting old. Papa, why not let 
Randy try out his machine today, 
and then if you don’t like it, you 
don’t have to keep it. 

Papa: Now, Mama, don’t try to tell 
me how to run my business. 

Mama: All right, Papa. Go on and 
eat your breakfast before Peter eats 
it up. Joan will be out in a few 
minutes to help me. (Papa 
offstage and JOAN enters. 

Joan: Good morning, Mama. 


goes 


Mama: Good morning, dear. Hand me 
those eggs, will you, please? 

Joan (Picking up pan of eggs and 
giving them to Mama): Is Papa in a 
better humor this morning? 

Mama: He’s feeling sorry for himself. 
We'll just have to help all we can. 
(Papa enters workshop.) 

Para: Good morning, Joan. Will you 
get all those orders together and 
list them so that we can check them 
off when we get them filled? (Joan 
enters living room and works at table 
with 
imaginary jet. 

Perer: Cadet Peter at your service, 


orders. Prvrer enters on an 


sir 
Papa: Peter, go over to Tom Jack 
tabbit’s and see if he can spare 
two or three of his boys to help us. 
Perer: Yes, sir. (Zooms out of work- 
shop and offstage. A knock is heard 
on front door. JOAN goes to door. 
MAILMAN enters. 
Joan: Good morning — don’t tell me 
you have more orders! 
MaiumMan (Entering): I guess I have. 
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Somebody has to sign for this 
registered letter. 

Joan: Come in. Papa is in the work- 
shop. 

Papa: Good morning, Jerry. 

MarLMan: Good morning. Looks as if 
you’re up to your ears in eggs. 

Papa: I'll never catch up if you keep 
bringing more orders. (PAPA signs 
book for letter — MAILMAN gives him 
the letter.) 

Joan: When are you going to stop, 
anyhow? 

Maimman: When they stop sending 
them, I reckon, Joan. Good day. 
Have to keep on the job. (MaiLmMan 
leaves and PerEeR zooms in) 

Papa: Where are the Jack Rabbits, 
son? 


Perer: They couldn’t come, Papa. 
They are all busy at the cabbage 
patch. 

Papa: I don’t know how we will ever 
get these orders finished on time. 
Papa and Mama eggs. 

JOAN hack to her listing 

Perer looks 

everywhere for a funny book, finally 

looks under the rug and gleefully 
settles down to look at it. 


heard on door. JOAN qoes to door and 


worl: on 


goes 
opening new orders 


A knoel: is 


opens it) 


Joan: Oh, good morning, Mrs. Mopsy. 


Do come in. 
Mrs. Mopsy: Good morning, Joan. 
Hello, Peter. Is your mother home? 
Yes, helping Papa. 
They’re very busy. Do you mind 
going out to the workshop? 


JOAN: she is 


Mrs. Mopsy: Of course not, but I can 
just stay a minute. 


workshop. ) 


(She enters 











Mama (Looking around): Good morn- 
ing, Mrs. Mopsy. 

Mrs. Mopsy: Good morning. You 
just go right on with your work. 
I just had to come over to show you 
my new Easter hat. My —TI had 
such a time. Did you ever see such 
crowds at Rabbit Center? 

Mama: I’m sure it is crowded. My, 
I guess it is time to start thinking 
about Easter hats. 

Mrs. Mopsy: You haven’t shopped 
for yours yet? (JoAN and Perer 
come into workshop. 
long list of orders.) 

Joan: Shopped for a hat, Mrs. Mopsy? 
We’ll probably wind up with egg 
shells on our heads for Faster. 

Mrs. Mopsy: As I was saying, I 
finally got this hat, but I’m just 
not sure that it does a thing for me. 

Perer (Whispering lo Joan): I wonder 
what she does for the hat? 

Mama: Mrs. Mopsy, I am sorry that 
we seem so impolite — but we just 
don’t have a minute to stop. 

Mrs. Mopsy: It does look as if you 
could use some help! 


JOAN has a 


Joan: Did you say “use some help’’? 


Oh, thank you, Mrs. Mopsy. (Joan 

snatches an apron from a hook and 

it around Mrs. Mopsy, 
stands helplessly with her hat in her 
hands. ) 

Mrs. Mopsy: Oh, really, | should be 
go 

Joan: Oh, you have no idea how much 
you should. (Finally Mrs. Mopsy 
slams her hat on her head and goes to 


lies who 


While all this is going on, 
Papa has taken up the list of orders 


work. 


and is looking at it, suddenly he 


weakly against the table. 


lumps 
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PeTer has been watching \Iirs. 
Mopsy in her hat and then he sees 
Papa slumped over.) 

Perer (Yelling): Mama, look at Papa! 
(Mama and JOAN hurry over to Papa 
and help him into living room and onto 
the sofa.) 

Mama: Get a wet towel. (JOAN exits. 
Everyone buzzes around, trying to 
make Para comfortable, while he lies 
quietly. JOAN enters with bowl and 
towel, which she sets on a chair.) 

Joan (Wringing her hands): Mama, 
what are we going to do? 

Mama: Mrs. Mopsy, will you stay 
with Papa for few 
(MAMA places wet towel on Papa's 
head.) 

Mrs. Mopsy: Oh, yes. (MAMA motions 
to Joan and Peer to follow her, and 
they enter workshop.) 


a minutes? 


be too worried, 
I think Papa is just ex- 
But 
we have to get some help right now 
I’m sending for Randy. 


Mama: Now, don’t 
children. 
hausted from work and worry. 


Joan: What will Papa say, Mama? 
He will be awfully mad. 

Mama: Then he’ll just have to get 

it. We this 

business, and I will have to do the 

thing that I think best. 


over have to save 


Perer: The best little old helper is 
Randy. 

Mama: Could you find him, Peter? 

Perer: | saw him this morning on my 
way to the Jack Rabbits’. He and 
the Egg Machine Man were down at 
Rabbit Center. 
in two hops. 


I'll have him here 
(Perer leaves, JOAN 
goes to work on the eggs, and MaMa 


goes back to living room. Papa seems 








to have gained some strength and is 
looking around.) 

Mama: Do you feel better, dear? 

Papa: I’m all right. I just got a little 
dizzy, I guess. (He tries to rise from 
sofa, but falls back and puts his hand 
to his head.) 

Mama: Now, you just lie still. 

Papa: But — but 

Mama: No, you just stay there. 
(Mama hurries out to workshop as 
she hears noise at back door. PeTER 
enters, followed by Ranpvy and Mr. 
SwaMPson, the salesman, with his 
machine. ) 

Ranpy: What happened, Mama? 

Mama: Your father just collapsed. 
Son, we have to have your help. I’m 
so glad your friend is still here with 
the machine. Won’t you show us 
what you can do with some of these 
orders, sir? 

Mr. SWAMPSON: thing, Mrs. 
Rabbit. We can get those orders 
out in no time. (He connects machine 


Sure 


to an electric outlet, and starts pushing 

MAMA 
picks up one and examines it.) 

Mama: How lovely! It looks just like 


buttons and the eggs roll out. 


Papa’s hand-colored ones. This is 
wonderful. 

JOAN: It looks like a miracle. (Prerer 
is very excited and runs from one side 
of the machine to the other. Mrs 


Mopsy comes into workshop.) 
Perer: Will it make pictures on them, 
too? One with Bugs Bunny? 
Mr. SwWAMPson: Sure, just look. (Papa 
hears all the excitement and looks into 
Hle gels up unsteadily, 
at first, then makes his way to the 
door. 


workshop 


He comes in, unnoticed, and 


All 


stands watching eggs roll out 


stand quietly and with frightened looks 
when they notice him — Mr. Swamp- 
SON recovers his speech first.) If you 
will look here, Mr. Rabbit, I will 
show you how you get the different 
colors. You see, it is very simple. 
Each button shows the colors and 
here is the one for pictures. Peter 
has just asked for one with Bugs 
Bunny on it and here it is. (PAPA 
looks at it and begins to laugh.) 

Papa: If it isn’t just like my old 
pattern. Why didn’t you tell me it 
would paint pictures, too? 

Ranpy: Papa, I tried to tell you but — 

Papa: Nobody ever tells me anything 
around here. Why is everybody 
standing around? We have orders 
to fill. 

JOAN: Papa, are you going to let Randy 
help with the machine? 

Papa: He had better not try to take it 
out until I get these orders ready. 

Mama: I’m so glad. 


JOAN: Now I can go to the Bunny Hop. 


Papa: We will all go. 

Prerer: Hoo — ray —- everybody off to 
the Bunny Hop. (Quick curtain. As 
the last person goes offstage left, the 
curtain rises again and all the family 
and Mrs. Mopsy cross the stage 
doing the Bunny Hop — just as the 
last person nears the opposite side, 
the salesman comes running 1.) 

Mr. Swampson: Hey! Wait for me! 
Wait for Swampy! (He hurries 

Just he reaches 
center of stage, Joe rises up from 
inside the box and yells.) 

Jor: Me, too! (He jumps out and runs 
off after the others. Curtain.) 

THE END 


Production Notes on page 52 


across stage. as 











The Square Box 


by Mazie Hall 


Characters 

Dr. AMos DeVries, herpetologist 

LinpA DeVries, his daughter 

Dan DeVries, his son 

Mrs. DeVries 

THE STRANGER 

(JRANDMA 

Tep WINSLOW 

SertinG: The living room of the De- 
Vries home. 

At Rise: Dr. DeVries enters, carrying 
a neat, brown, cardboard boz. 

Dr. DeVries: I must find a safe 
place for this snake until I am ready 
to place it in the cyanide jar. It is 
such a rare snake that I want to 
make some further examinations. I 
suppose I am taking a chance to 
bring it home. I’ll see if my study 
is empty and I can go right to work 
without interruption. A poison 
coral snake isn’t the sort of thing 
to leave lying around carelessly. 
Where shall I put him? (Voices are 
heard from the hall and Dr. DeVries 
hurriedly thrusts the box on the top 
shelf of the bookcase behind a row of 
hooks. Then he goes quickly off just 
as LINDA and Trp enter.) 

LinDA: There’s no use discussing it, 
Ted, Dad just won’t let me go to 
the house party. He thinks I’m still 
a child. He’s so absorbed in his old 
snakes that | suppose 
really looked at me in years. 

Tep: What a lot he’s missing! The 


don’t he’s 
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party won't be any fun if you're not 
there. 

LinpDA: Oh, Ted! Why does Dad shut 
me up like a hen in a coop? It’s 
it’s tyrannical! (She drops dejectediy 
down on the couch) 

Tep: If I could do something brave 
and resourceful, Dr. DeVries might 
change his mind and let you go. 
Maybe I can think of something. 

Linpa: What could you do? You can’t 
rescue me from bandits and that’s 
about the only thing Dad would see. 
He’s so bewitched by his old snakes. 

Tep: I would do anything for you, 
even if it meant fighting a whole 
troop of bandits single-handed 

Dan (Entering just in time to hear the 
last remark): Isn’t that just 
sweet! The Great Lover himself! 
I’ll bet you’d turn and run if the 
thief pulled out a gun. 

Linpa (Irritably):. Dan, go on and 
leave us alone. 
a regular heel. 

Tep: You ought to be out at football 
practice, or somewhere. 


too 


You're getting to be 


Dan (Seating himself comfortably and 
grinning gleefully): | am somewhere 
and I think I'll stay right here. 
(GRANDMA enters, carrying a while 
cardboard box very much like the one 
Dr. DeVries had placed on the bhook- 
CASE, ) 

(JRANDMA: I think I’ll sit here by the 
light and do a little work on my 














quilt. Oh, hello, Ned. (As she talks, 
GRANDMA takes some quilt pieces out 
of the box, looks at them, takes a 
couple and puts the rest back, re- 
placing the lid.) 
Linpa: His name is Ted, Grandma, 
Ted Winslow. 
GRanpMA (Nodding): Yes, | know. 
He’s been around here enough. Ned 
Window — it’s an odd name but I 
suppose he’s used to it. 
Dan: That’s a good one, Grandma. 
There once was a fellow named Ted 
Who didn’t have much in his head. 
Three nights in a row 
He was at the window 

When he should have been home in 
his bed. 

Tep (Sarcastically): Very funny, small 
fry. You ought to be on television. 

GRANDMA: Dan, will you go upstairs 
and get my scissors? They’re on the 
table in my room. (She begins to 
thread her needle as DAN goes out of 
the room repeating his rhyme in a 
sing-song drone.) 

Linpa: You see how it is in this house? 
No privacy! Never left alone a 
moment. 

Tep: We'll be together this evening. 
I’ll be running along now. Come and 
tell me good-bye. 

Linpa: Try to think of something to 
shake Dad into letting me go to the 
house party. (Linpa and Tep exit. 
GRANDMA sews placidly. Dan re- 
enters with a yellow cardboard box 


He hands the 


scissors to GRANDMA and puts the 


similar to the other two. 


box on the table. 
Dan (Tapping the box): My new base- 
ball mitt. (Opens box, holds up mitt) 
GRANDMA: I’m glad it’s a good fit. 





(Looks around in mild surprise) 
What became of Linda and her 
young man? (Dan puts mitt back.) 

Dan: They’re saying good-bye at the 
door. (Kisses the back of his hand 
with a resounding smack and winks 
at GRANDMA. She laughs.) 

GranpMA: You know, I can always 
hear what you say, Dan. The others 
all mumble. (DAN goes over and turns 
on the radio) 

Rapio Voice: A genera! alarm has been 
sounded for the capture of a thief 
who robbed the Langley Laboratory 
this morning. He escaped with a 
package containing the weekly pay 
roll. Watch for.this man. 
five feet six, weighs 
When 


brown slacks and a tan sweater, 


He is 
130. 

wearing 

He 
carried the money away in a blue 
box. He is thought to be somewhere 
in the vicinity of Hartford. 

Dan: Jeepers! That’s right near here 
Wish I could meet that guy. I’d 
grab him and throw him down and 
sit on him. (Makes a lunge at the 
couch and he comes up with his 
arms around a sofa pillow which he 
pummels thoroughly) Come on, you 
bum, hand over those greenbacks 
before I really get rough. 

GRANDMA (Oblivious of the radi and 
Dan’s reaction to it): Goodness, I’ve 
left my quilt pattern somewhere. I 
don’t suppose you could find it, Dan. 
I'l} just have to go and hunt it up. 
(Picks up the yellow box with Dan's 
baseball mitt and goes out.) 

Dan (Releasing his hold on the sofa 
cushion and getting up): Guess I'll 
go on over to the lot and do some 
warming up before the game. Where 


about 


last seen he was 











did | put my mitt? (Picks up the 
white box with GRANDMA’s quik scraps 
and goes out whistling. A masked 
face appears al the window. Slowly 
and silently the man climbs through 
the window and moves inlo the room. 
He is as watchful as a cat as he 
advances, clutching a small blue box 
about the size of the ones Dr. De- 
Vries, Dan and GRANDMA had.) 

STRANGER: Whew! Those coppers were 
breathing down my neck. I’ve 
gotta get this thing stowed away 
somewhere so I can pick it up later. 
If they catch me with it on me, I'll 
go to the clink. Where can I put 
this? (He walks over toward the 
hookease.) 1 could always climb in 
that window and pick it up. No- 
body would think of looking for it 
in a respectable joint like this. (./ ust 
then the voices of LANDA and Trp are 
heard offstage calling good-bye. The 
stranger looks around wildly, thrusts 
the blue box on the book shelf right 
beside the brown one Dr. DeVries 
had placed there. Then he darts to 
the couch and rolls under it just as 
LinDA enters. She dances and hums 
to herself. The stranger thrusts his 
head out from under the couch and 
takes a quick look, but cannot escape 
as Linpa turns and looks in his 
direction. She flings herself down on 
the couch, kicks off her shoes and hugs 
herself happily.) 

Linpa: Life is wonderful! 

Mrs. DeVries (/ntering): Linda, do 
get up and help me get this room 
in order. Grandma can’t find her 
quilt pattern and she’s turning 
things upside down. I know she 
must have left it here somewhere. 
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(She begins moving things on the 
table.) 

LinDA: Mom, were you ever in love? 

Mrs. DeVries (MVatter-of-factly): Of 
course. 

Linpa: Isn’t it wonderful? Ted is so 
so — so masterful. 

Mrs. DeVries (Picks up the square 
blue package from the bookcase and 
holds it up in triumph): I told Grand- 
ma she left her quilt pieces here. She 
is so forgetful. Here they are right in 
the living room where 
leaves his belongings. 

Dr. DeVates (Entering, stops thunder- 
struck at the sight of his wife with 
the box): Lucy, that box belongs to 
me. I brought it home with me in- 
tending to put it away. It contains 
— er — important documents. 

Mrs. DeVries (Handing it 
Really, Amos, I wish you would keep 
your in your study. 
Everybody leaves things lying a- 
round in the living room. I simply 
cannot keep it in order. 

Dr. DeVries: Yes, my dear, you are 
quite right. I should have put this 
in my study and I[’!! do so right away. 
(Goes out carrying the blue box care- 
fully.) 

Linpa: Mom, do you think there is 
any chance of Dad’s letting me go 
to the house party? 

Mrs. DeVries: Not the slightest. 
Don’t start that wheedling again. 
Please come out of your dream long 
enough to help Grandma find her 
quilt pattern. [| must go and start 
cooking dinner. (Goes out) 

Linpa (Moving about dreamily): Wil 
wear my new pink sweater tonight 
and borrow Mom’s pink 


everyone 


over): 


documents 


pearls. 








(She goes toward the bookcase. The 
stranger rolls out from under the 
couch and levels a gun at her. She 


picks up the brown box and turns to 
confront the gun. 

STRANGER: Hand over that box and 
keep your mouth shut. (Linpa 
gives a frightened gasp, puts her hand 

Holds out 

the box in a shaking hand. Man takes 

it.) I’m making a getaway, see? 

You keep your trap shut and you 

won't get hurt. Sit in that chair. 

(He takes out a cord and ties her up. 

the window by which 

LINDA 


over her mouth in terror. 


Then he goes to 
he came. He 
slumps down.) 
Mrs. DeVries (nlering from the 
kitchen): Really, Linda, it does seem 
that you might be a little more 
helpful. You’re sitting there all 
slumped over as if there were no 
work to be done. You’re mooning 
over that boy again. 
Linpa and puts her hand on the girl’s 
shoulder. Catches sight of the .card 
and screams) Linda, what has hap- 
pened? Help! Amos, Dan, help! 
Come quick. Something dreadful has 
happened. 
hands. 


climbs out. 


(Goes over to 


(Begins to rub Linpa’s 

Finally unties the cord which 
bound her) 

Linpa: What happened? (Sits wp and 
rubs her head.) 

Mrs. DeVries: That’s what I want 
to know. Can you remember any- 
thing? Did someone try to steal 
something? 

Linpa (Rising and looking around): A 
man with a gun took them away 
from me. I was over there by the 
window. 

Mrs. DeVries: A man with a gun! 
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How terrible. Your life was in 
danger. What did he do? 

Linpa: He took the box of Grandma’s 
quilt pieces. I had just found it on 
the bookcase and he pointed a gun 
at me and demanded the box. He 
climbed out of the window after he 
tied me up. 

Mrs. DeVries: What a horrible thing! 
We might all have been killed. And 
Amos never heard me call. Where 
is that man? We must call the 
police and arouse the neighborhood. 
(Just at this moment, Dr. DeVrRIEs 
enters from the left, GRANDMA from the 
right and Dan from the door at the 
rear, each holding a cardboard box 
and all beginning to talk at once.) 

Dr. DeVries: Who has taken that 
brown box? 

Dan: Look what I took to play ball 
with. 

GRANDMA: Will you please help me 
find my quilt pieces? 

Mrs. DeVries (Holding up her hand 
for silence): Can’t you see something 
terrible has happened? A man with 
a gun held Linda up and took a 
box away from her. It was the box 
of Grandma’s quilt scraps. 

Dan: A man with a gun! He didn’t 
take Grandma’s quilt scraps ‘cause 
I’ve got ’em right here. (He opens 
his box and lets fall a shower of bits 
of colored cloth.) 

Dr. DeVries: Linda, my child, are 
you hurt? This is terrible, terrible! 

GraNnpMA (Happily unconscious of the 
excitement): I knew you’d find them 
for me, Danny. Here’s your base- 
ball mitt. I must have picked it up 
by mistake. (She hands the mitt to 
Dan.) 














Dr. DeVaies: Is this one of your jokes, 
Daniel? I have here a box of stage 
money instead of my coral snake. 
(‘Holds up a package of greenbacks. 
There are mingled cries of “Coral 
snake,” “‘Money,” “Oh, Amos’’ as 
they all crowd around.) We must 
phone the police immediately and 
notify them that a dangerous reptile 
is loose. (Offstage there are sounds of 
a scuffle.) 

Tep (Offstage): All right, walk ahead 
of me and keep your hands up. 
(The STRANGER, badly battered, but 
still carrying the brown box, enters 
followed by Ten holding the gun.) 

Linpa: Ted, you caught him! That’s 
the man who tied me up. 

Trp: I’d have been a little tougher if 
I’d known that. He was lurking in 
the shrubbery. I had to get rough 
with him before he would come back. 

Dr. DeVries (/Hurries over to the man 
and takes the box from him. He 
looks inside, nods with satisfaction 
and closes the box): Thank Heaven, 
that’s safe. 

Dan: Jeepers, Ted, you caught him 
and disarmed him. It’s the guy the 
radio was warning about. He stole 
the pay roll from the Langley Labo- 
ratory. 

Dr. DeVries: Pay roll? Then this 
money must be real! But how did 
I get it? 

STRANGER (Grimly): Five grand is rea] 
money in any language. 


Dr. DeVries: Do you know what was 
in the box you took away from my 
daughter at the point of a gun? 
A deadly coral snake! (He opens the 
box so that the man can see inside it. 
The STRANGER falls to the floor in a 
faint.) 


Tep (Holding Linpa’s hand): Would 


you let us sort of celebrate the events 
of this night, sir? 

Dr. DeVries: Celebrate? Oh, of 
course. You did a very brave deed, 
my boy. I’m exceedingly grateful. 

Linpa: You'll let me go to the house 
party at the lake next week to show 
your gratitude, won’t you? 

Mrs. DeVries: I don’t see how you 
can refuse, Amos. 

Dr. DeVries: I had no idea 
of refusing. Linda may go. I must 
call the police now and turn over 
this man and this money. (He goes 
offstage. Wan picks up the gun 
and mounts guard over the STRANGER. 


tefuse? 


GRANDMA sils down and hegins to 
sew quilt pieces. 

Mrs. DeVriszs: Well, what an evening! 
Coral snakes, quilt pieces, money and 
baseball mitts all mixed up together! 
And why? Because nobody puts 
things where they belong in this 
house. Just look at this room! 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 52) 











PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Square Box 
Characters: 4 male; 3 female Dan, and a blue one with a money 
Playing Time; 20 minutes. in it for the Stranger. Needle, thread, 
scissors, and other sewing equipment, for 


Costumes: All characters are dressed in every- Grandma. Gun and rope, for Stranger 
, 2, ar. 


day clothes. Grandma wears a shawl and : 
glasses, and has white hair. Stranger wears Setting: In the center of the upstage wall is a 


a worn suit and a mask. Dr. DeVries window. There are doors at left and right. 
wears glasses and a suit. Mrs. DeVries Upstage right is a tall bookcase, with books 
wears 4 housedress, Linda, Dan, and Ted in it. At right is a table with several chairs 
wear school clothes. around it. On the table is a radio. At left 

Properties: Four square boxes, about 6 or 8 is a long sofa. The rest of the room is 
inches across: a brown one for Dr. DeVries; furnished comfortably with as much or little 
a white one full of quilt seraps for Grand- as the stage may require. 


ma; a yellow one with a baseball mitt for Lighting: No special effects. 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
Easter Eao Maci 
Play on pages 41-46 


Characters: 6 male; 3 female. the light bulbs. On the side are several 

Playing Time: 25 minutes — The ~ _— A eg bey 

Costumes: Rabbits weer ordinary clothes, me ier. v call deals motor 
ezeept for tange sloth or cardboard cars, or siren may be placed inside the box: a 
pee Sune walstues, and cotton tails. long extension cord is necessary 8o that a 
cane canes Wet, © week Bit ond 6 leap ; hand lug in the machine when 
1 cy in Scene 1, and levis with a night- ~ nae} =e a, _ ihn ‘mendiine 06 ie 
shirt tucked in them in Scene 2. Mama _s a » Tex of ecleced aame to uineel 
wears a pat dress and an apron. Joan " ‘d Biya ; 
wears a skirt and blouse. Peter wears levis inside the machine. 


and @ sport shirt. Randy and Mr. Swamp- Setting: The stage is divided by movable 
son wear suits and white shirts. Mailman screens into two parts, with the living room 


wears a blue suit and a mailman’s cap. on the left and the workshop on the right. 
Mrs. Mopsy wears a print dress. Joe wears There are doors left, right, and left rear. 
levis and sport shirt. The workshop has a large work table down- 
Properties: Large can of carrot juice, market stage, and tall stools. On the table are 
bag with carrots and cabbages in sight bottles of dye (colored water), Bn 
bowl and towel for Joan. A couple of brushes, pans, small tongs to er the 
carrots in pocket and one to munch on, eggs, egg cartons stacked upstage, and eggs 
for Peter. Mailb letters, and receipt on table. There is a hat rack, with aprons 
book for molleen. Wedeht, gaily decorated on it, upstage. In the living room there : 
hat, for Mrs. Mopsy. several chairs, a sofa, lamps, a desk, and a 
The Egg Coloring Machine is a large rug. On the desk are stacks of letters and 
siomantal tan. large enough for a small papers, and a pen. In Scene 1, funny 
boy to sit in comfortably. Small, brightly books are strewn around on sofa and rug. 
painted electric light bulbs are placed at In Scene 2, the funny books are gone, 
top, across the front. Wheels and belts, except for one under the rug. 


buttons for Stop and Go, also designs, 


Lighting: No special effecta. 
colors, and pictures are painted beneath Lighting pecia 


wo 
te 











by Kay 


Characters 
SUZIE 
Berry 
CHUBBY 
NONA 
SALLY 
Rosie 
First LEADER 
SECOND LEADER 

SerrinG: Woods at night. 

At Rise: Empty stage. Enter from left, 
Suzie and Cuupsy, carrying a large 
square parcel wrapped in brown 
paper. Berry, looking behind her as 
she follows, bumps into the two ahead 
and makes them drop the parcel. 

Suzie: There now! See what you’ve 
done! Can’t you look where you’re 
going, Betty? 

Berry: Sh-h! Do you want the whole 
camp down on us to see what we’re 
doing out in the woods after lights- 
out? I’m almost sure I heard some- 
thing a minute ago. 

Suzie: Nonsense! You're imagining it. 
Well, Chubby, this is as good a spot 
as any to hide the body. 

CnvusBy: Don’t talk about bodies! Just 
think, if we’d eaten that cake, we’d 
have been the dead bodies! 

Suzie: Do you think they’d have 

buried us out here in the woods? I’d 

like that — the pine trees whisper- 

ing at night, and sprinkling us with 
needles on a hot day. 
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Midnight Burial 


Hill 


Berry: Will you stop, Suzie! You're 
giving me the creeps. How on earth, 
Chubby, did your mother happen to 
get poison in the cake, anyway? 

Cuupsy: It was a terrible mistake. My 
mother made the cake yesterday and 
sent it to the post office right away. 
This morning, she discovered the 
vanilla bottle she’d used was an old 
one my little brother Freddy had 
filled up with rat poison. She got me 
on the telephone this afternoon just 
after the box arrived. She was nearly 
out of her mind until she found I 
hadn’t opened the box yet. 

Berry: And it looks so good. Just 
think — one bite of that luscious- 
looking cake and (Dramatically) 
we’d be writhing in death agony! 

Suzie: Let’s get it over with. We 
can’t light a fire out here in the 
woods. We’|l have to bury it. 

Berry: What’ll we dig a hole with? 

Suzie (Aghast): What a bunch of dopes 
we are! We need a shovel! 

Berry: I know where there’s a hoe. 

Cuussy: Where? 

Berry: Over in Farmer Green's field. 
I saw it lying there this afternoon. 

Suzie: Come on then, let’s get it. Leave 
the box here. (Suzie, Cuuspy and 
Berry rush off right. A minute later, 
three more Gin.s enter left, walking on 
tiptoe. ) 

Nona: I’m sure they went this way. 

















Come on, we must be close on their 
track. (Sees box) What’s this? 

tosie: They were carrying something 
when they sneaked out of Chubby’s 
tent. This must be it. 

SaLty: What do you suppose is in it? 

Nona: Only one way to find out. 
(Tears off wrapping and lifts lid of 
box) It’s a cake! 

SALLY: A beautiful cake. Chocolate 
with pink peppermint icing 
smell the peppermint. 

Nona: So that’s why they came out 
here, the greedy things, so they 
wouldn’t have to share it. 

Rosie: Why did they leave it here? 

Sau.y: Probably heard us coming and 
got seared. I don’t know about you 
two, but / think finders are keepers. 
(Breaks a piece off and raises it to 
her mouth. Nona slaps it out of her 
hand. ) 

Nona: Greedy pig! Wait till I divide it 

share and share alike. I’ll have 

to break it. Here’s your piece, 
Sally. One for you, Rosie. 

Rosie (As she raises the cake to take a 


] can 


bite, her mouth already open): Um 
thirsty. I wish we had something to 
drink with it. 

Satiy: There’s a brook down the hill 
back there. Let’s fill the box 
tin. 

Rosit: Let’s. (They jump up and run 
through bushes, center. 


it’s 


SALLY comes 
hack, stealthily, and grabs her piece of 
cake, Just as her teeth bite in, NONA 
“Sally!”’ 
SaLLy drops the cake guiltily and 
follows Nona off again. Svuzie, 
Cuuppy, and Berry reappear at 
right, with hoe. 


Suzie: It doesn’t feel very sharp. But 


pops back and says sternly 





we can try. Here’s a soft spot. (They 
dig, or pretend to, quickly) There! 
Where’s the box? 

Cuussy: Look! The cake is out of the 
box and all broken up. 

Berry: I knew we were being followed. 

Suzie: Don’t be silly! Chipmunks, of 
course! 

Berry: Chipmunks? 

Suzie: Or squirrels. They’re inquisitive 
little beggars, just love to get into 
things. 
bodies are, poor things. 

Cuvuspy: The box is gone, too! Don’t 
you try to tell me, Suzie Blake, 
that any old chipmunk ever walked 
off with the tin box! 

Suzie (Patiently): Of course, Chubby 

that’s just what squirrels and 
chipmunks love, anything bright and 
odd. The little imps have hidden 
it somewhere. 

Berry: I don’t like it! I’m sure I 
heard the bushes crackle when we 
came down the path. 

Suzie: Betty, if nothing else will 
satisfy you, we'll take a look around. 
I’ll go back the way we came. You 
and Chubby go that way. (Pointing 
to right side of stage) Meet here in five 
minutes. (They go off in their 
separate directions. NONA, Rosie and 
SaLLy return from center, carrying 
water. They sit down around the cake. 
SAu.y sits on edge of hoe, which makes 
the handle fly up in the air. SAuLy 
yells and sprawls on the ground, 
rubbing the spot that hurts, while the 
other two jump up in dismay, staring 
at the hoe.) 

Nona: Where did it come from? 

Rosie: And look at that hole. 
wasn’t there before! 


Wonder where their dead 


That 











Sauxy: I’m s-scared. Let’s go back. 

Nona: We might as well. We can take 
the cake with us. (Offstage, left, 
Suzie’s voice “Come on, Chubby. I 
told Betty there was no one.”) Quiet! 
It’s Suzie. Hide the cake! 

Rosie: Ill sit in front of it. (She does. 
Enter Suzie and Cuvssy, left, Berry 
right. They stop short.) 

Suzie: What are you doing here? 

Cuuspy (Suddenly and loudly): The 
cake! Where’s the cake? 

Nona: Ha! You thought you’d eat it 
all yourselves. Well, you’re too late! 
We've eaten it all up! 

Suzie, Cuvpsy and Berry (Jn chorus): 
Wha — a-t! 

Suzie: You ate it? You ate it all! 

Sau.y: Certainly. It’s a lesson to you 
not to be so stingy hereafter! 

Cuupspy (Starting to sob): Murderers, 
that’s what we are — murderers 

Suzie: How do you feel, Nona? 

Nona: I’m fine — how are you? 

Suzie: Do you feel any pain, Sally? 

Satty: Not a twinge. Cake agrees 
with me, especially in the woods at 
‘midnight. 

Suzie: What about vou, Rosie? 

Rosie: I’m all right. 

Cuupsy: This is a nightmare —a 
horrible dream! We'll go to jail. 

Suzie: Now, Chubby, keep cool. All 
may not be lost. If we can get them 
to a doctor in time . . . maybe he has 
an antidote, or a stomach pump. 
Now you two take Rosie and Sally. 
I’ll take care of Nona. Here, Nona, 
put your arm across my shoulder. 

Nona: What nonsense is this? 

Rosre: | won’t get up. (Resists Cuus- 

BY’s efforts to move her, but Cuupsy 








hauls her up with the strength of 
desperation) All right, there’s your 
old cake. But I’m going to have 
one piece anyway! (Snatches it.) 

Suzie: Stop! Don’t eat that! It’s full 
of rat poison — (After a shocked mo- 
ment of stillness, Rost hurls the cake 
as far as possible away from her, 
SALLY goes limp in Berry's arms, 
and Nona says in whisper — “Rat 
poison!”’) We'll bury it right now, 
before anything else happens. Come 
on, everybody help. (/n a moment, 
everyone is frantically picking up 
preces of cake and smoothing earth 
over the grave. Berry suddenly starts 
up and listens.) 

Berry: Sh-h! I something. 
Voices. It must be Leaders. 

Suzie: Let’s get out of here — but fast! 
(They run off left. Cuussy returns 
for a moment to give the grave a last 
satisfied pat, then runs off again afler 
the others. Enter, right, two older 
Girits (LeApEeRS) and stroll across 
stage, talking as they walk off left.) 

Ist Leaver: It’s late. They’ll all be 
asleep by now. 

2np Leaver: Oh, yes. The fresh air, 
you know. They can hardly keep 
their eyes open after nine o’clock. 
I’ve got a treat for them tomorrow 
— a special dessert. 

Ist Leaper: Oh? What is it? 

2np Leaver: A beautiful big chocolate 
cake with pink peppermint icing! 


THE END 


hear 


Because of the popularity of this play, it is reprinted 
rom the March, 1948 issue.) 


(Production Notes on page 72) 











Part Three 





Lower Grades 





Easter Reminders 
by Violet Hummell 


Characters 
Mr. Kaster Rappir 
Mr. Rosin 
Mrs. Rowin 
Mr. BuLLFROG 
Maus. BuLLFRoG 
Miss Crocus 
Miss Darropi. 
Miss BLUEBELL 
Miss Tuuip 
Mr. JACK-IN-THE-PULPII 
(GRANDPA MILLER 
({RANDMA MILLER 

Time: The week before Easter. 

SerrinG: A small settlement along a 
woodland path. Five small homes, a 
pool and a tree are upstage. A bench 
is al left front. 

Ar Kise: Flowers are hidden in their 
homes. Mr. and Mus. BULLFROG 
are hidden in their pool; Mr. and 
Mrs. Ropin behind their tree. 
Mr. Easter Rawerr enters and stops 


are 


left front, looking around him. He 
wrinkles his nose to give him a 


worried look. 
Mr. Rapsir: Hello! Hello, I say. 
Mr. and Mus. (Concealed be- 

hind tree): Cheer-up! 


{OBIN 

Cheer-up! 
Mr. Raspir hops over to tree and 
looks up into the branches.) 

Mr. Rapsrr: Good morning, Mr. and 
Mrs. Robin. 

{OBINS appear.) 

Mr. and Mrs. Rosin: We're glad to 

see you, Mr. Easter Rabbit. 


Come on down. 
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Mr. Rassir: I’m glad to see you, too. 
Where is everybody? 

Mr. and Mrs. Rosin: We don’t know, 
Mr. Rabbit. We just got back from 
Florida. 

Mr. Rapair: I want to talk to you. 
I’m worried. 

Mr. and Mrs. Rosin: We'll be right 
back as soon as we find a worm for 
our breakfast. (They fly offstage.) 

Mr. Rapsrr (Calling down into pool): 
Hello, down there! Anybody home? 

Roos (Putting their heads over rim of 
pool): Hello, Mr. Rabbit. We've 
been living at the bottom of the 
pool all winter. It’s warmer. 

Mr. Kapsir: Come on out. 
talk to you. I’m worried. 

Frocs: We'll be out as soon as we 
finish practicing our singing. (They 
disappear back into pool.) 

Mr. Rapesrr (Knocking on home of 
Miss Crocus): Hello, Miss Crocus! 
I say, are you home? 

Miss Crocus (Sticking her head up 
from box, wearing a small blue night- 
cap): Hello, Mr. Rabbit. (Yawning) 
I just got out of bed. 

Mr. Rassir: Come on out. 
to talk to you. I’m worried. 

Miss Crocus: I'l) be out as soon as I 
get dressed. (She disappears back 
into box.) 

Mr. Raspir (Knocking on home of 
Miss Darropi.): Hello, Miss Daf- 
fodil. I say, are you home? 


I want to 


I want 








Miss Darropi. (Sticking her head up 
from box, wearing a plain yellow 
nightcap) : Hello, Mr. Rabbit. Please 
excuse my hightcap. (Yawning) 
I’ve been sound asleep. 

Mr. Rassir: Come on out. 
talk to you. I’m worried. 

Miss Darropiu: I'll be out as soon as 
I get dressed. (She disappears into 
box) 

Mr. Raspit (Knocking on home of 
Miss BLvEBELL): Hello, Miss Blue- 
bell! I say, are you home? 

Miss BLUEBELL (Sticking her head up 
from box, wearing a blue nightcap): 
Hello, Mr. Rabbit. (Yawning) My! 
I’m sleepy. 

Mr. Rassir: Come on out. I want to 
talk to you. I’m worried. 

Miss BivueBe.w: I’ll be out as soon 
as I put on my bells. (She disap- 
pears back into boz.) 

Mr. Raspir (Knocking on home of 
Miss Tuuip): Hello, Miss Tulip. I 
say, are you home? 

Miss Tuuip (Sticking up her head from 
box, wearing a yellow nightcap): 
Hello, Mr. Rabbit. You woke me up. 
Please excuse my sleeping cap. 

Mr. Rassir: Come on out. I want to 
talk to you. I’m worried. 

Miss Tuurp: I'll be out as soon as I 
am dressed. (She disappears back 
into box.) 

Mr. Rappir (Knocking on home of 
Mr. Jack-tn-THE-Puupit): Hello, 
Mr. Jack-in-the-Pulpit. I say, are 
you home? 

Mr. Jack-1n-rue-Putpitr (Sticking his 
head up from his box): Hello, Mr. 
Rabbit. I’ve just been taking a 
little morning nap. ... What brings 
you here so early? 


I want to 
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Mr. Rassir: I want to talk to you, 
Mr. Jack-in-the-Pulpit. I’m worried. 

Mr. JAcK-IN-THE-PuLPIT: What are 
you worried about, Mr. Rabbit? 

Mr. Rassir: I’m worried about Grand- 
pa and Grandma Miller who live 
in the big house down the lane. 
They have forgotten that next Sun- 
day is Easter. We've got to find a 
way to remind them. 

Mr. Jack-tn-rHe-Puupir: Well, Mr. 
Rabbit, maybe the little people 
around here can think of a plan. 

Miss BiveBett (Popping up from 
her box with many little bells at- 
tached to her arms, which she holds 
high above her head): Here I am, 
Mr. Rabbit. 

Mr. JACK-IN-THE-PuULPIT: Just in time, 
Miss Bluebell. Ring your bells. I’m 
calling a town meeting. (Miss 
BLUEBELL rings bells and all the 
FLowers, Ropins and FroGs ap- 
pear. ) 

Rosins, Frogs and Fiowers: Here 
we are, Mr. Rabbit. Did you want 
to talk to us? 

Mr. Jack-In-THE-Pucpir: I'll do the 
talking, my friends. Mr. Rabbit is 
worried. 

Rosins, Frocs and Frowers: Wor- 
ried about what? 

Mr. Jack-tn-rHe-Puvrir: Grandpa 
and Grandma Miller are growing 
pretty old, and they have forgotten 
that next Sunday is Easter. Mr. 
Rabbit wants us to find some way 
to remind them. 

Miss Buvesew: Grandpa and Grand- 
ma Miller often walk past here. 
Maybe if I would ring my bells as 
they pass by they would think of 
Easter bells. 





Mr. and Mrs. Rosin: We could sing 
a song. That might remind them 
of Easter music. 

Frocs: We can sing a song, too. 

Mr. Jack-1n-rue-Puirir: And you, 
little flowers; what can you do? 
Frowrers (Except Buiveseii): We 
can’t sing, Mr. Jack-in-the-Pulpit, 
but we can put on our new bonnets. 
That might remind them of Easter 

hats. 

Mr. Jack-1n-rne-Puvrir (Rubbing his 
hands): Splendid! Splendid! Splen- 
did! Maybe if I stand up straight 
and tall I will remind them to go 
to church on Easter. 

Mr. Ransir 
looking up the lan 


(Shading his eyes and 
Here come 
Grandpa and Grandma Miller now. 
I’ll hide behind the tree and see how 
our plan works He 
tree. 


runs behind 

FLOWERS put on new bonnets, 
Mr. Jack-1n-1He-PULPiT stands up 
straight and tall 

(;RANDMA arm of 
(GRANDPA): Let us sit here and rest 
4 bit, John. 


(Entering ft on 


(They sit on bench. 
It seems to me that I have forgotten 
something ... but I can’t remember 
what it was. (FRocGs start chanting 
plunk, plunk, plunk.) 

GRANDPA: The frogs are starting to 
tune up again. That reminds me. . 
(Mr. Rassir sticks his head around 
tree and cups his ears to hear what 
GRANDPA will say.) Ill have to 
start my garden. (Mr. Rassir 
disappears behind tree again. ROBINS 
blow softly on whistles) 

GranpMa: The robins are back! That 
reminds me... (Mr. Rassrr bends 
ear to listen.) Ill have to set out 





my geraniums soon. (Mr. Rassir 
disappears behind tree. Miss Buve- 
BELL starts ringing bells.) 

Granppa: Listen! Do I hear bells 
ringing? That reminds me 
(Mr. Raserr again bends ear to 
listen.) 1 might as well put the 
sleigh bells away .. . winter is over. 
(Mr. Rassrr disappears.) 

GRANDMA (Spying JACK-IN-THE-PUL- 
pit): Look, John! There’s a jack- 
in-the-pulpit. That reminds me... 
(Mr. Rasprr bends car to listen) 
We must not forget to invite our old 
pastor to our Golden Wedding cele- 
bration. (Mr. Rassrr disappears. 
FLOWERS slarl bowing) 

(inanpPa: I do declare, the Spring 
flowers are in bloom. 

(;RANDMA: How pretty they look in 
their new bonnets! John! That re- 
minds me .. .(Mr. Rassir bends 
forward to listen.) aster is next 
Sunday ... and I haven’t bought 
my hat! (Rising 
quickly) Come, John, we'll have to go 

(They hurry 


new Easter 
to town right away! 
offstage. ) 

Mr. Raxsepir (Running to center stage, 
shaking his hands above his head and 
dancing in joy): It worked! It 
worked! Thank you, everyone. 

Aut: You 
Rabbit. 

Mr. Rasesir: | must hurry home and 
get back to my work coloring eggs. 
Good-bye . Good-bye. (Lrits 

Au: Good-bye, Mr. Rabbit, and a 
Happy Easter! (Curtain.) 


THE END 


are very welcome, Mr. 


(Production Notes on page 72) 











The Crowded House 


by Eva Jacob 


Characters 
FatTuerR, John the Carpenter 
MOTHER 
MOoLLy 
JOAN 
MEG 
Mary ANN 
MARTIN 
WILLY 
Tom 
JosEePu 
GRANNY 
BARTHOLOMEW, the Wise Man 
GOAT 
Six CHICKENS 
DONKEY 
SCENE | 

Time: Long, long ago. 

Serine: The only room of John the 
Carpenter’s cottage. 

At Rise: Everyone is busy and the room 
crowded. Upstage center, GRANNY 
is rolling out a piecrust. To right of 
center stage, Mary ANN is churning 
butter. Downstage right, Moruer 
and MOouuy are winding wool; MouLy 
holds the skein while Moruer winds. 
Downstage center sils Muc, sur- 
rounded by her dolls; she is pouring 
tea for them out of an imaginary 
teapot. Downstage left, Tom and 
JosEePH are sorting apples from one 
basket into two others. At left of 
stage, Fatuer is hammering nails 





into a table he is making; at rise, he 
gives a few actual hammer blows, 
then pantomimes, once others start 
talking. At center of stage, MARTIN 
and Witty are playing “wheel- 
barrow’; Martin walks on his hands 
while Wii.y holds his ankles. Joan 
is trying to sweep the floor. Through- 
out the entire scene, the characters 
pantimime to each other, as if to say: 
“You're in my way. Please move 
aside.” 

Mee (Rescuing her dolls, as MARTIN 
and Wi.uy’s ‘‘wheelbarrow’’ ap- 
proaches): Oh me, oh my! I wish 
we weren’t so crowded! 

WiL.Ly: So do I! There’s not even room 
for the mice in this house. (MArTiIN 
pads toward butter churn, WIL.y 
following. ) 

Mary Ann (Gesturing): Shoo, Willy! 
Martin — scat! How can I churn 
my butter? (Martin pads toward 
Farner, Witiy following.) 

Granny (Turning around): Sakes-a- 
mercy, Mary Ann! Your churn is 
in my way. (GRANNY and Mary 


ANN gesture protestingly at each 
other.) 

FatHeR (70 Martin and WILY): 
Children, don’t play here. 
isn’t any room. 

Joan (Pausing with broom in front of 
apple baskets): Joseph! Tom! Please 


There 





move aside. How can I sweep? 
(Boys move selves and baskets crossly 
toward Mra.) 

Mec (Again rescuing dolls): No, Tom, 
you mustn’t sit here. You’re right 
in the middle of my tea party! 
(Mec, Tom, and Joseru pantomime 
a quarrel, pointing to each other 
angrily, etc. Others all begin talking 
at once, with heated gestures.) 

Aut (Loudly, to each other): You're in 
my way. Please move over. How 
can I work? There’s no room in 
this house! Why must we be so 
crowded? 

Fatuer (At the top of his lungs): 
Quiet! Be still, I say. (Others are 
silent. Farner clutches his head.) 
Oh my ears and shoe buttons! All 
this noise! You'll drive me out of 
my wits! (A knock is heard at door 


right.) 
Moruer: Husband, I hear a knock at 


the door. (Knock is repeated.) 

Faruer: Aye, good wife. I hear it. 
(Loudly) Come in. 

BarTHoLoMew (lntering. Leans on his 
staff and bows): Good day to you, 
my friends. 

GRANNY: Why, ’tis Wise Bartholomew 
himself! 

BaRTHOLOMEW (Bowing again): None 
other. 

Mo.iy: Have you come to visit us, 
good Bartholomew? 

BarTHoLomew: Nay, my child. I was 
on my way to the forest, but I 
heard such a shouting and wailing 
in this house that I thought there 
must be some trouble. 

Moruer (Wiping her eyes with her 
apron): Alas, good Bartholomew, we 
have trouble enough and more. 


Fatuer: We lead a miserable life. 

BarTHOLoMeEw (Astonished): Dear me! 
But what is the matter? 

Mea: We’re so crowded. 

Josepu: We don’t have any room at 
all. 

Au (Again pointing accusingly at each 
other): He’s in my way. She won’t 
give me any room. How can I work? 
(Etc.) 

BaRTHOLOMEW (Raising hand for si- 
lence): Sakes preserve us! Say no 
more. By all the gray hairs in my 
long gray beard, you really do have 
a problem. 

FatHer: Dear Bartholomew, you are 
the wisest man in all the village. 
Can’t you think of some way to 
help us? 

Oruers: Yes, please help us. There 
must be some way. Help us. 

BARTHOLOMEW (Again raising hand for 
silence): Perhaps | can help you. 
Tell me this, friend John — do you 
own any animals? 

FatuerR (In amazement): Animals? 
Yes, we have some animals. We 
have a goat, six chickens, and a 
donkey out in the barnyard. 

BarRTHOLOMEW: A goat, six chickens, 
and a donkey, you say. Ah, ex- 
cellent. Fine. Very good. Now I'll 
tell you what to do. 

Aut (Eagerly): Yes, tell us, good 
Bartholomew. What must we do? 

BarTuoLomMew (Raising hand for si- 
lence): John, you must go out to 
the barnyard and fetch your goat. 
Bring him into this room to live 
with you. 

Faruer (In disbelief): What? A goat 
in this room? 

Granny: I never heard of such a 











thing! (Others pantomime surprise, 
disbelief, etc.) 

BaRTHOLOMEW (Severely): Do as I say, 
Or go your own way. 
Fiddle-dee-dum 
Fiddle-dee-dee 
That’s all the advice 
You'll hear from me. 
to go.) 

Moruer: Please don’t go away, Wise 
Bartholomew. We'll do as you say. 

Orners: Yes, we'll obey. We'll get 
the goat. z 

BarTuoLtomew: Very well. In seven 
days and seven nights, I shall come 
again, to see how you are faring. 
Good day, my friends. (Frits) 

Farner: I suppose I’d better fetch 
the goat. (zits) 

Moruer: A goat in this room! 

Joan: What a strange idea. 

Mec (Pulling her dolls close): I’m 
scared of goats. 

Mary Ann (Severely): Fiddlesticks! 
Old Bartholomew is the wisest man 
in the village. His advice must be 
good. 

Fatuer (From offstage): Watch out, 
everybody! Clear the way. Here 
comes the goat! (ALL gather up their 
possessions, prepare to dodge, crying: 
“Qoooh! Watch out! The goat!’ etc. 
Goat rushes onstage, heading straight 
for Tom and Josepu, who run shriek- 
ing out of the Goat’s path. Faruer 
tries vainly to hold Goat back by rope, 
but is pulled along instead. Nore: 
In order to move faster, GOAT may 
walk on hind legs, crouched over, front 
legs pawing the air, horns lowered.) 

Aut (As Goat charges around the 
stage): Help! Watch out! He's 
coming this way! Help! 


(Turns, as if 





Morner (Clutching head): Oh, dear! 
Oh, dear! 
I very much fear 
That inviting this goat 
Was a bad idea! 
CURTAIN 


ScENE 2 

Time: A week later. 

Serrine: Same as Scene 1. 

Ar Rise: All are busy with the same 
activities as in Scene 1, except for 
Martin and Witty, who hold a 
large red cape between them, flaunting 
it at the Goat. 

Mart!Nn: Here, Billy Goat, Billy Goat, 
Billy Goat! 

Witty: Here, you old goat —come 
and play bullfight! 

Moruer: Martin! Willy! Stop that 
at once! I told you not to tease 
that goat. (GoaT seems uninterested 
in cape.) 

Tom: He’ll butt you! 

Mes: Or he’ll butt me! (Gathers up 
dolls and pulls fearfully out of the 
way) 

Martin: Oh, Mother, there’s really no 
harm. 

Wuy: It’s only bulls that charge at 
red things. Goats don’t mind. See? 
(Waves cape at Goat again. Goat 
suddenly lowers horns and charges for 
cape.) Help! 

Martin: Watch out! 


Help! Help! 


(MartTIN and WiL1Y, still holding on 
to the cape, dash out of Goat's path, 
run around churn, etc. pursued by 
GOAT.) 

AL: Watch out! Help! You see? We 
told you! You bad boys! (Farner 
runs after Goat, finally manages to 





catch him. Faruer holds Goat down, 
succeeds in quieting him, speaks to 
Goat, very nervously.) 

Farner: There, there, old goat. (Goar 
tries to rise. All watch nervously.) 
No! No! Mustn’t chase after nice 
people. Shhhh! (While others watch 
uneasily, a knock at the door is heard. 
Farner places hand to forehead, ex- 
hausted) Come in. (BARTHOLOMEW 
enters, bows.) 

Barruotomew (Cheerily): Good day 
to you, my friends. 

Oruers (Not too enthusiastically): Good 
day, Bartholomew. 

Barrnotomew (Still cheerful): How 
are you this fine winter’s morning? 
Has the goat been helpful? 

Farner: It’s dreadful! Dreadful! 

GRANNY: We’re worse off than ever 
before. 

Au: This goat is terrible. We've had 
a dreadful week. Awful! 

BarTHoLomMew: Dear me. Dear me! 
You really do have troubles. 

Farner: Please, good Bartholomew, 
tell us what to do. We need help 
very badly. 

BarTHoLomMEew (Stroking his beard): 
Very well, friend John. This is 
what you must do. Go out to the 
barnyard and fetch your six chickens. 
Bring them. into this room to live 
with you. 

Aut (Ineredulously): What? 
chickens, too? Into this room? 

BarnTrHuoLoMew (Severely): 


The 


Do as I say, 
Or go your own way 
biddle-dee-dum 
biddle-dee-lee 
That’s all the advice 
You'll hear from me. 


(Turns, as if 


lo go.) 


Morner: Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Don’t 
be angry, Bartholomew. We'll do 
as you say. 

BarTHOLOMEW: Very well. In seven 
days and seven nights, I shall return 
to see how you are faring. Good day. 
(Exits) 

GRANNY: Chickens! 

Mo uty: The goat was bad enough! 

Fatuer: Old Bartholomew is the 
wisest man in the village. I think 
we should obey him. I'll go fetch 
the chickens. (zits) 

Moruer (Shaking her head): Oh, dear! 

Oh, dear! 
I very much fear 
That we won’t like having 
Those chickens in here. 
CURTAIN 


*_* & & 


SCENE 3 

Time: A week later. 

SettinG: The same. 

Ar Rise: All are trying to pursue the 
same activities as before, but now they 
are more crowded than ever. The Goat 
wanders around the stage, sniffing and 
hutting everyone —and, hopping, peck- 
ing, clucking everywhere are the 
CHICKENS. 

Joseru (Shooing two CHICKENS away 
from his basket): Shoo! Scat! 
(Cuickens squawk, flutter over to 
Mes, who shoos them away.) 

Mary Ann: Watch out for the goat! 

Morner: Don’t step on the chickens. 

Witty: Oh dear, I think I’ve stepped 
on an egg! 

Aut (Loudly, at once): Shoo! Scat! 
Watch out! Keep that chicken away! 
Watch out for the goat! (4A knock 
18 heard. ) 








FATHER (At the top of his lungs): Quiet! 
(Silence, except for Cutckens’ eluck- 
ing) | think I heard a knock. (Knock 
is repeated.) Come in. 

BARTHOLOMEW (/nters, bowing. Cheer- 
ily): Good morrow to you, my 
friends. My, what lovely chickens! 


Merc: They’re not lovely — they’re 
nasty! 

Au: They’re awful! We're so crowded! 
We’ve had a terrible week! 


(CuickENs flutter about, clucking.) 
FaTHER: Please, good Bartholomew. 
Help us. 
Moruner: We don’t know what to do! 
GRANNY: But, please, kind sir —- no 
more goats and chickens! 
BaRTHOLOMEW: Very well, my friends. 
I'll tell you what to do. John, you 
must go out to the barnyard and 
fetch your donkey. Bring him into 
this room to live with you. 
Mouxy {Protesting): Oh, no! We can’t 
do that! 
Tom: Not the donkey, too! 
BarTHOLOMEW: Fiddle-dee-dum 
Fiddle-dee-dee 
That's all the advice 
You'll get from me. 
In seven days and seven nights, I 
shall return to see how you are 


faring. Good day, my friends. 
(Exits 

GRANNY (Indignanily): Well, | never! 

Mary Ann: Don’t do it, Papa! We 
can’t live with a donkey! 

Farner: Old Bartholomew is _ the 


wisest man in all the village. (Sighs) 

Let’s try his advice just one more 

time. I'll fetch the beast. (/ zits) 
\Morner: The goat is a terror 

The hens are a brawl! 
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But a donkey, I fear me, 
Is worst of them all. 
CURTAIN 


*_* & * 


Scene 4 

Time: A week later. 

Serrine: The same. 

At Ruse: AU are trying to pursue the 
same activities as before, but with more 
difficulty than ever: The Goat is 
butting everyone. The CuickENns 
flutter, and squawk and peck. The 
Donkey (two boys under a blanket) 
blunders around the stage, braying 
loudly. 

AL: Shoo! Scat! Watch out for the 
goat! Don’t step on the chickens! 
Here comes the donkey! Watch out! 
Help! Be careful! 

Fatuer: Oh, oh, oh! This is dreadful! 
I can’t bear it another minute! (A 
knock at the door is heard.) 

Mesa: Papa, I think I heard someone 
knock. 

GRANNY (Snappishly): If it’s that 
Bartholomew again, I don’t want to 
see him. 

Fatuer: Come in. (BARTHOLOMEW 
enters, bowing as before. The family 
is silent, hostile. But the Donkey 
brays, the Cuicxens cluck, and the 
Goat baas.) 

BarTHoLomMew (Cheerily): Good mor- 
row to you, my friends. And how 
are the animals today? 

Moruer: The animals are fine, good 
sir, but we’re not! 


GRANNY (Crossly, (0 BARTHOLOMEW): 
Do you have any more good advice, 
kind sir? 

BaRTHOLOMEW (Still cheerful. Stroking 








his beard): Fiddie-dum, fiddle-dee; 
we’l] see. 

Faruer: Dear, good Bartholomew, you 
are still the wisest man in all the 
village. Please help us. We've 
never been so miserable. 

BaRTHOLOMEW (Patting Donkey. 
Looks up, as if astonished): Do you 
mean to say that you don’t like 
these nice animals? 

Joan (Tartly): Begging your pardon, 
sir, but you don’t have to live with 
them. 

BartuoLtomew: You don’t like living 
with them? 

Au (Resoundingly): NO! 

Bartuotomew (Stroking his beard:) 
Well now, there’s only one thing 
todo. John — 

Faruer (Fearfully): Yes? 

Barruotomew: Take all these animals 
and put them back in the barn- 
yard where they belong! 

Auu: Hurray! (Joun and others chase 
all the animals offstage through the 
door; animals bray, cluck, and baa 
as they go, are silent once offstage.) 

Moruer: How They’re 
gone! 


wonderful ! 


Joan (Puts broom aside. Stretches 
luxuriously): Mmmmm! Look at all 
this room we have now. I’m so glad 
they’re gone! 

Martin: I really think this room has 
grown bigger. 

GRANNY: I never knew before how 
nice it was not to have a donkey 
in the room. 

Mary Ann: Or a goat. 

Witty: Or chickens. 

Tom: Come on, Meg. Spread your 
silly dollies out. There’s plenty of 
room now. (AU turn happily to 
their tasks.) 

Mo tty: It’s so quiet and peaceful. 
Fatuer: I’m so happy. I never knew 
how much room we had! 
BarTHoLtomew: Fiddle-dum, 

dee 
As I’ve said thrice before: 
I don’t think you'll be needing 
My advice any more. 
Farewell, my friends. (Walks toward 
exil, waving.) 


tiddle- 


Aut (Waving): Farewell, good Bar- 
tholomew! Farewell! Thank you! 
(Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tux Crowvep House 


Characters: 6 male; 6 female; animals may be 
male or female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes; Peasant dress for John and his 
family. Bartholomew wears a dark robe 
belted with a length of rope; he wears a 
beard and carries a staff. Animals wear 
costumes as nearly representative as pos- 
sible. 

ree Rolling pin for Granny; butter 
churn for Mary Ann; skein of wool for 


Molly; dolls and tea set for Meg; apples, 
three baskets for Tom and Joseph; hammer 
and nails for Father; broom for Joan; red 
cape for Martin and Willy. 


Setting: The only room of John the Car- 
penter’s cottage. Upstage center is a small 
table. To right of center stage is a butter 
churn. At stage left is a rough, unfinished 
table. Other furniture may be placed 
around the stage. There is an exit at right. 


Lighting: No special effects. 











The Bird Who Couldn’t Sing 


by Hilda Adam Kring 


Characters 
TEACHER CANARY 
CANARIES 
ROBINS 
BLUEBIRDS 
HUMMINGBIRDS 
BoBWHITES 
SWALLOWS 
Crow 
ALLEY-|'omM 

Serrine: The bird school. 

At Ruse: There is much confusion in 
the room. All the birds are flying 
around and twittering. The Hum- 
MINGBIRDS hover around the flower- 
box in the room. As they place their 
long beaks into the flowers, they flutter 
their wings up and down. TEACHER 
Canary, looking very businesslike, 
comes into the room carrying baton. 
The birds still flutter around. She 
raps her baton on the desk. Some stop 
and take their seats, but she must rap 
again before all are silent.) 

Teacuer Canary (Sweelly): Good 
morning, birds! I am glad to be 
with you this morning. 

Brrps: Good morning, Mrs. Canary. 

TeacHEeR Canary: I shall call roll. 
As I call your name, please rise and 
sing. (As Teacner CaNary calls 
the names of the various birds, they 
rise and give lypical bird calls. Bird 
whistles may be used to simulate real 
bird calls. Teacner CANARY nods 
and smiles approval at birds as they 
sing.) Bobwhites ... Robins . 
Bluebirds . . . Swallows (As they 


stand up, SwaLLows pat their tails 
and whistle) That was fine, gentle- 
men, but you mustn’t show off! 
Canaries .. . Hummingbirds... . 
(As they hum, the Crow enters.) 

Crow (Laughing): Caw, caw, caw. 
(Everyone stops, frightened. TBRACHER 
CANARY adjusts her glasses, and 
looks angrily at the intruder.) 

TEACHER CANARY: Just what are you 
doing here? 

Crow: Caw, caw, caw. 

Teacnwer Canary: Don’t you laugh 
at me, young crow. The very idea! 
You spoil our song with your harsh 
voice. Leave. 

Brrps: Leave, leave, leave. 
voice is harsh, harsh, harsh. 

Crow (Dropping his head): I would 
like to learn how to sing, Teacher 
Canary. 

TEACHER CANARY: That is not pos- 
sible. You are not a song bird. 

Brrps (In sing-song): He can’t sing; 
he can’t sing. 

TEeacHER Canary (Rapping her baton): 
Quiet! You must not laugh at others 
who can’t sing. 

Brros (Hanging heads): We are sorry. 

Teacner Canary (7'o Crow): You 
just go home. 

Crow: May I please stay? 

TEeacuHerR Canary: All right, but don’t 
you sing. I can’t have you spoil my 
class. (Crow sils in back of the 
room.) Birds, when I point the 
baton at you, you sing. (She slarts 
with the Boswuires. The Bos- 


Your 








WHITES continue as the Rosins join Auiey-Tom (Gelling loose and heading 
in, then the Buvesirps, etc. All the for the door): Meoowwww. (EF rits.) 
Binps fly around and warble, chirp Crow: Caw, Caw, Caw. 

and twitter. Awtiey-Tom comes to Teacner Canary: You’re wonderful, 
door, sits down and smacks his lips.) Crow. You saved one of my little 


Au.ey-Tom: Isn’t that nice. I was birds! 
wondering what I would have for Buirps: Thank you, thank you! 
dinner. Crow | Bashfully): It was nothing! 
Crow: If it isn’t Alley-Tom! His Teacner Canary: It certainly was. 
mother told him to stay away from We don’t know how to thank you. 


the birds. What’s he doing here? Crow: I guess I’d better go home. 
Auiey-Tom (Thinking hard): What Teracner Canary: Indeed not! You 
shall I have? A robin, a bluebird? stay here and join us. 
Crow (Getting angry): 1 think that Crow: But I can’t sing. 
rascal is going to eat one of those Teacnuer Canary: You will sing all 


birds! alone. First the Bobwhites, then 
Au.ey-l'om: I think I’ll have one of vou. Then the Robins, then you. 
those swallows. They think they are How about it, Birds? 


so smart around the barn. (/e be- Buirps: Yes, yes, yes. 
gins to creep in along the side of the Teacner Canary: Ready? Go. (She 
room and crouches ready for a spring.) points baton at each kind of bird in 


Crow: I must do something! turn. She points at Boswurres; 

Auiey-Tom: Ha! I'll get that swallow! they whistle. She points at Crow; 
(Brrps are still flying around the Crow caws. Then Rosins, then 
room, chirping and happy. Crow Crow again. Buivesrrps; Crow; 
flies over to Atuwy-Tom, sits on his Swa.iows; Crow; Canaries; Crow 
back and starts pecking his head.) IlUMMINGBIRDS; Crow. Everyone 

Crow: Caw, caw, caw. (Brrps stop fly- flies happily around. A..ey-Tom, 
ing and singing.) his head bandaged, looks into the 

‘Teacner Canary: Didn't I tell you — room from the doorway, sniffs, and 

Auiey-Tom (Wailing): Meoowwww. walks off as curtain falls.) 

Crow: Caw, Caw, Caw. 

Teacuer Canary: Oh, oh, oh. THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Bro Wao Covtpn’r Sine 
Characters: | female; 2 male; 12 male or fe- baton for Teacher Canary; wide white 
male; male or female extras as desired. an e for Alley-Tom. - 

> Time: 15 , Setting: The bird school. At stage left, a 
rene aneietadaonpoa: desk and chair for Teacher Canary. Facing 
her in a semi-circle are chairs for the student 
birds, with room between the chairs and 
teacher’s desk for the birds to fly about. 
Walls may be decorated with musical 
charts and bird pictures. 

Properties: Horn-rimmed glasses and long Lighting: No special effects. 
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Costumes: Birds may wear simple fringed cos- 
tumes in appropriate colors, kerchiefs, and 
cardboard wings. Alley-Tom wears brownie 
suit, brown hood with perky ears, and pipe 
cleaner whiskers. 




















Moonbeam Dares 


by Sylvia Lee 


Characters 
ANNOUNCER 
MoonBEAM 
RisinG Sun 
Bricgut Dracon 
SMALL BEAR 
Preacu BLossom 
SPARKLING STREAM 
JASMINE 
(GRANDMOTHER 

TimE: One moonlit evening long ago. 

SettinG: The schoolroom in a man- 
darin’s Court of Learning. 

Berore Curtain: ANNOUNCER comes 
on with gong. 

ANNOUNCER (Sounds gong, bows): Long 
ago in China, few besides the sons 
of rich mandarins learned to read 
and write. Hear then how a man- 
darin’s daughter dared to learn, too. 
We take you now to faraway China, 
long ago! (Sounds gong, bows, exits.) 

At Rise: Scowling, Risine Sun sits 
brushing Chinese characters on bottom 
of paper strip. Moonpeam, peeking 
in door, shyly enters. 

Moonseam: Let me see how vou form 
your words, Rising Sun. 

Risinc Sun: Go away, Moonbeam! 
Writing’s not for girls. (Rises) And 
how dare you come to the school- 
room, Sister! 
know very well. 

Moonseam: Of course I know, Rising 
Sun. (Glancing warily offstage.) 
Please don’t ever tell Grandmother 
I came here. 


It’s for boys, as you 





RisinG Sun (Sits down): 
where you belong. 

Moonseam: Won’t you read to me a 
little from the scroll first? 

Risine Sun: If I could read my lesson 
from the scroll I wouldn’t still be 
sitting in the schoolroom. I'd be 
outside this moonlit evening spin- 
ning tops with my cousins. (Bricut 
DRaGon and SMALL Bear 
with their tops.) 

Bricurt Dracon: Moonbeam! What 
are you doing in the Court of Learn- 
ing? 

Smatt Bear: If 
should know! 
MoonBeaM: You mustn’t tell her I’ve 

been here, Smal! Bear. 

SmMa.Lu Bear: Yes, | will too tell her. 
The schoolroom’s for boys. 

Bricut Dragon (Clenches fists): No, 
Small Bear, won't. But if 
Moonbeam knows what’s good for 


Then go 


run in 


our grandmother 


you 


her she’ll slip out of here. 

Smauu Bear: Just ignore a girl. (uns 
up) Come on out, Rising Sun, and 
spin tops with us! You do it best. 

Bricut Dracon: Haven't you finished 
vour lessons yet, Cousin? 

Ristine Sun: I’m not as bright as vou, 
Bright Dragon. 

SMALL Bear: Never mind, Rising Sun. 
Soon I'll be six and can study in 
the Court of Learning, too. I'll help 
you then. 

Risinc Sun off, 

You can’t even brush 


(Pushes him): Be 


Small Bear! 














or read one word from Scholar Li’s 
scrolls. 

Moonseam: I wish Scholar Li would 
allow me here while he teaches you 
boys. Then I could help both Rising 
Sun and Small Bear. 

SmaL_ Bear: A girl read and write! 
(Laughs. ) 

Bricut Dragon: Moonbeam, Grand- 
mother might discover you here. 
Aren’t you afraid of her? Even we 
boys are — a little. 

Moonseam: I don’t want Grand- 
mother to be angry with me, but I 
do long to study here! 

Risinc Sun (Flinging down brush, 
rises): Silly girl to even want to read 
and write! It’s hard work. I’m 
going out to spin tops in the moon- 
light. (Pulls top from sleeve) 

Bricur DraGcon: Your rice paper isn’t 
filled with words yet. (Lifts it) You 
must read from this scroll Scholar Li 
left. (Taps it) You know he for- 
bids us to leave the schoolroom with 
lessons undone. 

Ristnc Sun: Scholar Li forbids my 
sister Moonbeam to be in the school- 
room at all. Look at her! (Pointing 
to MoonseaM, who hangs head.) 

SMALL Bear: Moonbeam will catch it! 
Come on out and spin tops with us, 
Rising Sun. (Gaily tugs him off- 
stage.) 

Bricut DraGcon (Following, turns): 
You'd better not stay, Moonbeam. 

Moonpeam: Oh, Bright Dragon! 
Brother must learn and won’t. I 
want to and may not. It doesn’t 
seem quite fair. 

Bricgut Dracon (Ponders, chin on 
fist): There must be some way for a 
longing girl to learn. Scholar Li will 





know how to handle an unwilling 
boy. Maybe I can study this out in 
his library. (2zits, hands behind back 
and head bowed.) 

Moonseam: I don’t want my brother 
punished! Rising Sun’s lessons must 
be finished. (After first looking to 
right and left, approaches table of 
Risinc Sun. Scans eagerly.) I've 
heard Scholar Li call these the four 
Gems of the Library. (Holding up 
each as she names it) The white rice- 
straw paper, the rabbit-hair brush, 
the grey inkstone with its tiny well 
of water, and the sweet-smelling ink 
stick of pine oil and soot. (Gingerly 
sniffs it as Peacn Buiossom, first 
peeking from door, beckons on SPAR- 
KLING STREAM and JASMINE.) 

Peacn Biossom (In loud whisper): 
Moonbeam! 

MoonsBeaM (Hastily replaces ink slick): 
Peach Blossom, how you scared me! 

Peacu Bossom: You should be scared. 
What are you doing here? We’ve 
hunted everywhere for you. Haven’t 
we, Sparkling Stream? 

SPARKLING SrreAM: Yes. Small Bear 
whispered to Jasmine you stole to 
the Court of Learning after your lute 
lesson. How did you dare, Moon- 
beam? We’re frightened being here 
even for a moment. 

JASMINE: Grandmother’s sent for us 
in the embroidery room. 

MoonseaM: Are you sure, Jasmine? 
We stitched there all morning. 

Peacu Bossom: We're to try our skill 
threading needles by moonlight. 

SPARKLING Srream: We'll have as 
much fun as the boys with their tops! 

Moonseam: I’d rather have skill with 
the hair pen than the needle. 











Jasmine: That’s boys’ work. (Looks 
timidly about) Soon even my own 
Small Bear will come here for 
schooling. He’s allowed here now. 

Moonseam: I'd give up lessons on the 
lute to learn to read! — 

SPARKLING STREAM: Moonbeam, you 
know girls don’t read or write. 

Moonseam: I wish I knew how, 
though. Rising Sun’s left his lessons 
undone. And he’l] be punished by 
Scholar Li when it’s found out. 

JASMINE: We girls will get into trouble 
just for being here. And Grand- 
mother’s waiting. Come with us, 
Moonbeam. You’d better! 

MoonBeaM: No, Jasmine. You run 
along, Cousins. Only please don’t 
tell Grandmother where I am. 

Peach Biossom: We won’t, brave 
Moonbeam. (Beckons to others.) 

SPARKLING SrrREAM (7'urns): The boys 
are hunting for Bright Dragon. 

Jasmine: They want him in their 
game of tops. Have you seen him? 

MoonseaM: He’s in Scholar Li’s li- 
brary studying out something. 

SPARKLING SrreEAM: No wonder he’s 
so bright. 

JASMIN": Studying overtime! 

MoonseaM: My cousin’s bright as 
dragons, but Rising Sun’s best at 
games. 

Peacu Biossom: Sparkling Stream! 
Jasmine! Let’s not be caught here. 
We must see who’s best at threading 
needles by moonlight. (Leads them 
offstage.) 

MoonseamM: Dare I do it? Yes, for 
Rising Sun’s sake, and because I 
long to so! (Sitting at the table, 
suits actions to words.) First I put 
the ink stick into the stone’s well 
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of water and rub it on the flat edge. 
Next into this paste I dip the brush. 
On the white paper I make an up- 
ward stroke, then one downward and 
then... and then. . . I don’t know 
what comes next! I can’t help my 
brother after all. (Bursts into tears. 
Bricut DraGon comes on, staring 
in amazement) I want to |-learn so 
much! (Bricur DraGon slips be- 
hind her.) 

Bricut DraGon (Bends over): Then a 
stroke straight across, daring Moon- 
beam. Stop crying and make it! 

MoonsBeaM (Making it): A_ stroke 
straight across. There! (Dropping 
brush, clutches him) Bright Dragon, 
you’re my eldest cousin and the 
brightest and a boy! Yet you're 
helping me learn. Why? 

Brigut DraGcon: I admire your daring, 
Moonbeam. Come, take up the 
brush pen. (Guiding her hand, 
working to top of strip) An upward 
stroke, a downward and then three 
— like this. Now upward, downward 
and a swirl — so. (SMALL Bear and 
JASMINE peek from door.) 

Smauu Bear (/n loud whisper): Look, 
Jasmine! Moonbeam’s writing! 

MoonseaM (Holds it up): The paper’s 
filled with characters already! 

Bricut DraGon: Read from this scroll. 
(Places it before her.) 

MoonsBeEamM: Oh, I can’t. (Points) I 
know that word! I just brushed it. 


Bricut Dracon (Bending over her): 
That word’s Middle. 


MoorseaM (Points to two above): I 
brushed this, too, and this. Tell me! 


Bricut DraGcon: Those characters say 
Flowery — Kingdom. 








Moonseam (Joyously reading as she 
points from bottom to top): Middle 
Flowery Kingdom! (Looks ower 
shoulder at Bricur Dracon) That’s 
China! (Bricur Dracon nods.) 

Jasmine (In loud whisper): Small Bear, 
Moonbeam can read! Let’s tell. 

Smatt Bear (Jn louder whisper): Not 
Grandmother! 

JASMINE: No, just our cousins. 
exit.) 

MoonseaM (Holds it up): | can read 
from Scholar Li’s seroll! (SMALL 
Bear and Risinc Sun run on, 
MOoNBEAM springs up and hangs 
head, ) 

SmaLt Bear (Pointing to strip): See 
there, Rising Sun? Moonbeam 
inked it. 

tusinG Sun (Looking): I had only the 
bottom of this paper filled! (Stares 

Moonbeam couldn’t have 
done it. Did you, Bright Dragon? 

Bricut Dragon: Moonbeam did do it, 
lazy Rising Sun. I only helped her 
to do it herself. (Moonpeam holds 
her head up.) 

Ristinc Sun: It’s lucky for me the 
writing’s done, but I had reading 
to do, too. (JASMINE, Pracu 
Bossom and SPARKLING STREAM 
run on.) 

JasmMINE: Moonbeam read your lesson 
from the scroll, Rising Sun! 

Peacn Biossom: Jasmine, how could 
she? 

SPARKLING SrreAM: Moonbeam’s a 
girl. 

Bricut Dracon: It’s true. 

Ristinc Sun: Show me you can read, 
Moonbeam. Just show me! 

Moonseam: All right, Brother, I will. 
(Pointing from bottom to top as 


(They 


al her) 
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Risinc Sun and Bricgut Dracon 
hend over scroll with her) Middle — 
Flowery — Kingdom! There! (Peacu 
BLossom and SPARKLING STREAM 
stare at each other in astonishment. 
Jasmine and Smavtt Bear nod 
beaming.) 

Ristnc Sun: Is that right, Bright 
Dragon? I haven’t studied it yet. 

Bricut Dragon: Moonbeam, a girl, 
has just read the name for China! 

Ristinc Sun: That’s fine for me. I 
won't be punished for leaving my 
lessons to spin tops. (With bow) 
Thank you, sister Moonbeam. 
(Grris and Smait Bear flock about 
her.) 

Peacu Biossom: Moonbeam, you can 
read and write! 

Smati Bear: Yet you're only a girl. 

SPARKLING Srream: We're glad but 
afraid for you, Moonbeam. 

Jasmine: If Grandmother knew what 
you dared! 

Bricut Dracon: You must go, Moon- 
beam. All you girls must leave the 
schoolroom. (As Griris flock right) 
No, stay! Someone’s coming! 

Risinc Sun (As frightened GiRis 
flock left): It must be Scholar Li. 

Bricut Dracon: Listen! (Footsteps 
and a tapping sound off right.) 

Moonseam (/n despair): It’s the small 
lily-feet of Grandmother helped by 
her cane! (Frightened CutLDREN look 
toward door as sound increases. 
GRANDMOTHER appears leaning on 
cane.) Grandmother! (Hides face as 
do other GIRL.) 

GRANDMOTHER: What do my old eyes 
see in the Court af Learning? 
Granddaughters as well as grand- 
sons? (JASMINE cries softly.) 








MoonsBeaM (Bravely): It was | among 
your granddaughters who first came 
to the forbidden schoolroom. Grand- 
mother, I’ve learned to read and 
write! (JASMINE slops crying to peek 
al (GRANDMOTHER. ) 

GRANDMOTHER (Tollers to table): 
You’ve used the four Gems of the 
Library, my bold Moonbeam? (When 
MoonBeaM nods, touches them tend- 
erly.) You've read characters from 
Scholar Li’s seroll? (Lifting it. 
When MOoNBEAM again nods, presses 
il to heart.) 

SmMaLtL Bear: We saw her do it, 
Grandmother. She’s just a girl! 
Bricgut Dracon: | helped Moonbeam, 
honored Grandmother. She learned 
so quickly! (GRANDMOTHER stares 

at Moonseam, who hangs head.) 

USING SuN (Bows low): Please don’t 
punish my Grandmother. 
Moonbeam sat in my place to finish 
lessons I’d left undone. 

GRANDMOTHER: So, Rising Sun? Per- 
haps you should have taken her 
place at moonlight needle threading. 
(Risinc Sun hangs head.) 

Peacn Biossom (Runs up): Forgive 
your granddaughters this time. 

SPARKLING STREAM (Follows with Jas- 
MINE): Please, Grandmother! 

JASMINE: Especially Moonbeam. 


sister, 


GRANDMOTHER: I’m proud of my 
granddaughter Moonbeam! (ALL 
gasp. 








Moonseam (Scarcely believing): You're 
proud of me, Grandmother? 

GRANDMOTHER: Yes! For 
dared learn what I longed to do all 
my life — read and write. You did 
it for your brother's sake. From now 
on, Moonbeam, you, too, shall study 
in the Court of Learning. You must 
inform Scholar Li of this, Bright 
Dragon. 

Bricgut DraGon (Bows): We boys are 
proud to welcome Moonbeam here. 

GRANDMOTHER: What a fine mandarin 
you will make, my eldest grandson! 


you've 


MoonBeAM (As Rusinc Sun and 
SMALL Bear each take a hand): 


Grandmother, this is the happiest 
day of my life! 

GRANDMOTHER: Then let us celebrate 
its ending with sugar-moons in the 
Court of Moonlight, my grand- 


children. (Totlering on cane, leads 
frolicking CHILDREN offstage. Cur- 
tain. ) 


APTER CurRTAIN: ANNOUNCER Comes on 
with gong. 

ANNOUNCER (Sounds gong, bows): We 
take you back now to America to- 
day. Here all children, girls as well 
as boys, may learn at school to read 
and write. Guard well this precious 
privilege! (Sounds gong, bows, exits.) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 72 








PRODUCTION NOTES 
Moonspeam Dares 
Characters: 4 male; 5 female. 


Playing Time: 10 minutes. 


Costumes: Mandarin Chinese. Boys may 
wear dark blue pajamas, with turned-up 
collars. Girls and Grandmother wear 
brighter colored pajamas, embroidered with 
flowers, also with turned-up collars Ail! 
wear slippers. 


Properties: Chinese gong for announcer; 
three tops for boys; cane for Grandmother. 
Writing materials: strip of white paper, 
black ink stick, grey ink stone with tiny 
well, white-tipped brush, Chinese scrolls. 


Setting: Schoolroom of a Chinese mandarin. 
Three small tables, each with chair, face 
towards the audience. The center table 
holds writing materials and scrolls. Walls 
are decorated with hangings or screens, 
brightly painted with dragons, blossoms, 
etc. 


ighting: 


No amy effects necessary, but 
‘moonlight g 


ow’”’ if possible. 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
MipnicuT Buria. 
Play on pages 53-56 

Characters: 8 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern camp costumes. 

Properties: Large, square parcel in 
brown seer aod erntalaind a —. 
tin box. 

Setting: A night out-of-doors setting. A few 
cies and small trees may be placed 
about the stage. 

Lighting: Lighting should be dim throughout 
the play. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Easter REMINDERS 
Play on pages 56-58 

Characters: 5 male; 7 female. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes 

Costumes: Grandpa Miller wears an everyday 
suit and has a long white beard and white 
hair. Grandma Miller wears a dark dress 
and a shawl, and has white hair. Mr. 
Rabbit wears a brown or white suit or 
pajamas, long cardboard ears, and cotton 
tail. Mr. and Mrs. Robin wear fringed 
brown costumes, red in front, and card- 
board wings. Mr. and Mrs. Frog wear 
green suits, green caps, and heavy black 
goggles. Flowers wear costumes of a 
pueeete colors, with crepe paper petals. 

hey wear small nightcaps to match their 

costumes, at first, and later change to 
more elaborate bonnets of the same color. 
Miss Bluebell wears a dress similar to 
that of the other flowers, but with long 
sleeves and bells on her arms and wrists. 


Setting: At upstage center is a circular box, 
the pool of Mr. and Mrs. Frog € 
left are three cardboard boxes, the homes 
of Miss Crocus, Miss Daffodil, and Miss 
Bluebell. Upstage right are two card- 
board boxes, the homes of Miss Tulip and 
Mr. Jack-in-the-Pulpit. At right is a tree. 
The tree may be large enough for Mr. and 
Mrs. Robin to hide behind, or they 
may come out from the curtains behind it. 
The boxes should be large enough for the 
actors to hide inside. They may be painted 
with small doors and windows, if desired, 
or may have signs giving the names of the 
owners There may be shrubs and greenery 
here and there between the houses. At 
left center, facing center stage, is a small 
bench. A strip of brown wrapping paper, 
nmi a woodland path, runs across 


stage. 
Lighting: No special effects. 











Part Four 


Radio Play 





The Doctor in Spite of Himself 


by Moliére 
Adapted by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 
MARTINE 
SGANARELLE 
M. Rosertr 
Lucas 
VALERE 
M. GERONTE 
A NURSE 
LUCINDA 
LEANDRE 

Martine (An acid but lovable woman): 
Sganarelle! Sganarelle! Where is that 
loafing, lounging, stubborn, stupid 
husband of mine? (Screaming) 
Sga — na — relle! 

Music: Delightful, bouncing theme, in 
and under. 

SGANARELLE (A meek, bumbling man): 
Did you call me, my dear wife, 
Martine? 

Martine: Did I call you? Did I call 
you? Who do you think it was: 
the Queen of France? 

SGANARELLE: What do you want with 
me? 

Martine: I want some money for the 
household. 

SGANARELLE: I have no money, love. 

Martine: Why not? Have you spent 
it all? If you have none, you must 
get some. Go into the village and 
pawn your watch. 

SGANARELLE: No, I say, I'll do nothing 
of the kind. I’m the master of the 
house, and I’ll do as I please. 








Martine: I say you'll do as J please. 
I didn’t marry you to put up with 
your nonsense, woodcutter. 

SGANARELLE: A _ plague upon the 
notary that ever made me sign the 
marriage license. It’s been my 
death warrant! 

Martine: What? You ought to thank 
Heaven that you have me for your 
wife! 

SGANARELLE: Take care don’t pro- 
voke me. You just might make me 
say something we’d both regret. 

MAartTINE: Say what you will. 

SGANARELLE: Enough, enough. It’s 
enough that I know what I know, 
and I say again, you were very 
lucky to get me as a husband. 

Martine: What do you mean, | was 
very lucky to get you? A poor wood- 
cutter who will eat me out of house 
and home? A man who has no 
kindness, no love, no compassion, 
no pity? 

SGANARELLE: My dear, you know how 
short my temper is. 
me to violence, I pray. 

Martine (Laughing): I don’t 
that (Snapping fingers) for 
silly threats. 

SGANARELLE: Martine, my 
one, you desire a beating I see. 

Martine: What? You think I’m 


Do not force 


give 
your 


beloved 


frightened of your talk? 
SGANARELLE: Sweet bunny-pig, I shall 











box your ears if you say another 
word. 

Martine: Loafer! 

SGANARELLE: I’m sorry, my dearest, 
but you force me to it. This is the 
best way to make you keep still. 

Sounp: Martine being beaten. (Nove: 
All beating sounds should be defi- 
nilely comic and exaggerated. ) 

Martine (Yelping): Ouch! 
Help! Oh! Help! 

M. Ropertr (Fading on): Here, here, 
here! What’s going on here? Re- 
lease your wife immediately, neigh- 
bor Sganarelle. 
At once! 


Ouch! 


telease her, I say. 


SouNnD: Beating stops. 

SGANARELLE: As you will, neighbor 
Robert. 

Martine: Of all the nerve, Monsieur 
Robert. What do you mean by inter- 
rupting our argument? 

topertT: You were calling for help, 
and so I insisted that Sganarelle stop 


beating you. He stopped. Should 
I not be rewarded? 
Martine: You should indeed with 


a slap in the face. I like to have 
him beat me. 

toBERT: In that event I do not object. 

Martine: What business is it of yours, 
anyway? 

1 admit it. 

Martine: The nerve of some people. 


RoBpert: None whatsoever. 


Just because you are our neighbor, 


that is no cause for you to interfere 


in our little spats. If my husband 
wishes to beat me, that is his 
allair and no one else’s 1 tell 
you | like to be beaten! 
toperT: Forgive me, Martine. I am 


sorry L said a word. Monsieur, good 


friend Sganarelle, go on. Whack 








your wife as much as you please; 
I’ll help you if you like. 
SGANARELLE: I do not like! 
Ropert: That’s a different thing. 
SGANARELLE: I'll beat her if I like, 
and I won’t beat her if I don’t like. 
I like what I like, and I don’t like 
what I don’t like —- and you I don’t 
like. So be off with you, before I 
beat you into the bargain, as well. 
Ropert (Fading): Yes, good Sgana- 
relle. As you wish, kind Sganarelle. 
And good morning to you, too! 
Martine: Bothersome neighbors! 


SGANARELLE: Come, Martine. Let us 
kiss and make up. 

Martine: All right, my love. There. 
A kiss for your left cheek —- and a 


kiss for your right. Do not forget 
that I owe you... 

SGANARELLE (Hopefully): You owe me 
what? Another kiss? 

Martine: No! A beating! 

Music: Delightful theme, in and under. 

Martine: Ah, me, it has been three 
days since Sganarelle gave me that 
beating, and | have still not had 
the opportunity of giving it back to 
him. I would like to be walking to 
the forest to give him a beating 
right now, instead of walking to 
market for butter and eggs. That 
woodcutter (Sur- 
prised) Ouch, why don’t you watch 
where you’re going? 

VALERE: My dear madame! 
see you there. 


deserves, 


L didn’t 


Lucas: Please forgive us for knocking 

We worried 
about our errand we weren’t watch- 
ing. 

Martine: Don’t just 
Help me up! Help me up! 


you down. were 80 


stand there. 











“ALERE (Straining): Ugh! Ugh! You'd 
better get on the other side of her, 
friend Lucas. She’s too heavy for 
me. That’s it. Now pull! 

Born: Ugh! Ugh! There. 

Martine: That’s better. I like the 
world when I see it from above, not 
from below. 

VaLerE: A thousand pardons, fair 
lady, but we were so earnest in our 
search for... 

Lucas: Say! Maybe this kind madame 
will be able to lead us to the one 
we seek, 

Martine: Who is that? 

Lucas and Vauere: We don’t know. 

Martine: What! 

Lucas: You see it is like this. Our 
master has a daughter who has been 
struck dumb. 

Martine: It is she that you are trying 
to find, no? 

VALERE: No. 
Leandre. 

Martine: Then it is he that you seek, 

no? 


is in love with 


She 


Lucas: Again, no. Listen to us please. 

MARTINE: Speak, then. I am all ears. 

Lucas: My name is Lucas. ‘This is 
my friend, Valere. We are servants 
of Monsieur Geronte, a country 
gentleman who lives not far from 
here. His daughter, Lucinda, has, 
for some unknown 
struck dumb. 
posed to marry Cleante, a wealthy 
young man, this very night. But 
she will have none of him. 

VaLerRE: He will none of her 
either — as long as her malady per- 
sists, that is. 

Martine: Why does she not want him, 


if he is so rich? 


been 
Now Lucinda is sup- 


reason, 


have 


de 


Lucas: Lucinda is in love with 
Leandre, who, being poor, has not 
her father’s consent. 

VALERE: So we now seek a doctor who 
will cure Lucinda of her speech- 
lessness, and restore all to happiness 
again. 

Lucas: He must be a very rare doctor, 
though, for ordinary doctors have 
already tried to cure the young 
lady, but none have succeeded. 

Martine: Yes, I see the predicament 
you are in. An excellent doctor 
he must be, indeed. Alas, I do not 
know of any doc... . but wait! 

Lucas and Vauere: Yes? 

Martine: Yes! 
for you! 

Lucas: Tell us, at once. 
Where is he? 

Martine: His name is. . 
and he is at this moment chopping 


I have just the man 
Who is he? 
. Sganarelle, 


wood in yonder forest. 

VaLere: A doetor chopping wood? 
That is indeed strange. 

Martine: Weil, but this doctor him- 
self is strange. 

Li CAS: How so? 

Martine: He pretends that he is not 
a doctor at all. He is an odd fellow 
and that is his way of amusing him- 
self, by chopping wood. You would 
never in this world mistake him for 
a doctor, for he goes about dressed 
like a woodsman, pretends to be 
ignorant, and dislikes making use of 
his wonderful skill. 

VaLere: I have heard that all geniuses 
are a bit off, as they say. 

Martine: This one, this Sganarelle of 
whom I tell you, he’s madder than 
you may think. Why, would you 


believe it? He has to be beaten 














before he will admit that he is a 
doctor. 

Lucas: Beaten! 

Martine: Aye, beaten with a heavy 
cudgel, but after the beating, when 
he has confessed his true profession 
as physician, he can work miraculous 
cures. Six months ago, there was a 
woman whom all had given up for 
dead. This Sganarelle was brought, 
and given a severe beating. He 
put a drop of magical liquid on her 
lips, after which she rose from her 
death-bed, and has been walking 
about since as though nothing hap- 
pened. 

Lucas: Wonderful! 
magical cure. 

Vatere: Then he’s the very man we 
want. He’s in the forest chopping 
wood, you say? 

MARrtTINE: Yes. 


He must have a 


His name is Sgana- 
relle, and he wears a long black 
beard and a green and yellow coat. 
Remember, at first he will pretend to 
be a common woodcutter, but if you 
beat him, and beat him, and beat him 
within an inch of his life, u- will be 
at your services. And now, farewell, 
my two fine masters! 


Music: Laghthearted, comical theme, 
in and under. ; 

SounD: Wood being chopped 

VaLtere (Fading on mike Good 
morrow, good sir. 

SGANARELLE: Good morrow to you 


both, gentlemen. 
Lucas: Tell me, Monsieur: isn’t your 


name Sganarelle? 





SGANARELLE: Yes—and no. It depends 
on what you want me for. 


VaLere: We want nothing with Sgana- 





relle, except to offer our fondest re- 
gards. 

SGANARELLE: In that case, then, my 
name is Sganarelle. 

Lucas: Delighted to meet you, sir. You 
have been recommended to us for a 
service we are in great need of. 

SGANARELLE: If it is anything in my 
line, I’ll be more than happy to 
help you. 

Vacere: You are too kind, Monsieur. 
Skillful people are hard to find nowa- 
days, and we’ve been told of your 
miraculous cures. 

SGANARELLE: You are too kind. But, 
[ must confess, you'll find none 
better at curing a piece of hickory, 
or chopping a piece of oak. 

Lucas: It is not your woodcutting we 
are interested in. It is your knowl- 
edge of medicine, Monsieur Doctor. 

SGANARELLE: Doctor yourself! I’m 
no doctor: never 
will be. 

VaLere: Don’t pretend any longer 
with us, Monsieur. 


never was and 


We know your 
little game, and we're prepared to 
use violence if we must. 

SGANARELLE: Lord! Do whatever you 
like! I’m not a doctor, and you 
both sound a little bit crazy to me. 

Lucas: Once more, Monsieur — for the 
last we beg you to admit 
that you are a doctor. 

Vavere: For your own good, Mon- 
sieur Sganarelle, we beg it. 

SGANARELLE: I’m 


time 


only 
woodsman, a cutter of logs! 
Lucas: You are no doctor? 
SGANARELLE: No, no, no! 
Lucas: So be it, then. 
me that cudgel. 
VaLeRE: Yes. There is nothing for 


a common 


Valere, hand 











the situation but to make him con- 
fess the truth. We must beat him 
at once. 

SouND: SGANARELLE being beaten. 


SGANARELLE: Ouch! Ouch! Stop, I 
pray! Ouch! Ow! Help! Stop! 

VALERE: Are you a doctor? 

SGANARELLE: No! Ouch! Ow! Yes, 
yes, I confess. 

Lucas: You are a physician? 

SGANARELLE: Yes, yes, I'll be any- 


thing. Physician, doctor, anything 
—only stop this dreadful beating. 
Ow! 

Sounp: Beating stops. 

VALERE: Very well, Monsieur. 
pleased to see you so reasonable. 

SGANARELLE: Well, well, well. What 
do you know? In one minute I’ve 
achieved years of education, and a 
degree from the medical university, 
to boot. I, Sganarelle, have become 

. . doctor. 

Music: Rollicking theme, in and under. 

VALEeRE: Yes, Master Geronte, I have 
found the doctor for you. I know 
you will be satisfied. tle is the most 
illustrious doctor in the world. 

(;ERONTE: I should like to meet him, 
Valere. You and Lucas have done 
well. 

Lucas: Before you meet him, sir, we 
think you ought to know that he’s 
a little strange a little mad. 
But it is only to conceal his great 
knowledge. 

GERONTE: Send for him at once. 
daughter must be cured. 

Nurse: I tell you, sir, this doctor will 
be no better than any of the others. 

(;ERONTE: Come, Nurse, you do too 
much meddling. 

Nurse: I have been the nurse of your 


I’m 


a. 


My 
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daughter Lucinda since she was a 
child. Who should know better than 
I what she needs? And I will tell 
you what that is: a husband to 
her liking, sir, that is what she needs. 
Love’s the best doctor. 

GERONTE: Who would take her as she 
is now? I offered to let her marry 
Cleante, but she refused. 

Nurse: No wonder. You offered her 
a man she didn’t want. Why don’t 
you offer her to Leandre? That, you 
would soon see, would cause the 
girl to sing a different song. 

GERONTE: If she would only sing one 
song in the first place, instead of this 
dumb show. Leandre has no money, 
however. Cleante has. 

Nurse: Parents nowadays are all alike. 
All you ask is ‘How much has he?” 
What’s the use of anything if you 
can’t be happy? 

GERONTE: Will you be quiet? 

VaLere (Off mike): The doctor, Mon- 
sieur. 

Geronte: I am delighted to see you, 
Monsieur. We are in great need of 
your services. 

SGANARELLE (Fading on): Come, come, 
man, put your hat back on. Hippoc- 
rates says you should wear your hat. 

GERoNTE: Hippocrates says that? In 
what chapter does he say that? 

SGANARELLE: In his chapter...er.. 
on hats. Now then: send for the 
patient, if you please. 

GERONTE: Valere, send for Lucinda. 

SGANARELLE: Her name is Lucinda. 
A pretty name. What’s her com- 
plaint? 

GERONTE: She has lost the use of her 
tongue. Doctor, if she should die — 

SGANARELLE: Impossible, Monsieur. 


> 








She cannot die without a regular 
prescription from the Academy. 
Here she comes. 

VaLere (Announcing off mike): Ma- 
demoiselle Lucinda. 

SGANARELLE: Not so bad, this patient. 

(;ERONTE: She smiles, Monsieur; you 
have made her smile! 

SGANARELLE: It is a good symptom. 
Mademoiselle, what pains do you 
feel? 

LuctInDA (Mutlering between clenched 
teeth): Ouch! Ow! Ow! 

SGANARELLE: Ouch? Ow, ow? I don’t 
understand your language, Miss. 

C,eRONTE: That is just it. She cannot 
speak, and I have been forced to 
put off the wedding. 

SGANARELLE: Wedding? 
ding? 


What wed- 


Geronte: The man she is to marry 
wants to wait for her recovery. 

SGANARELLE: He is surely a fool. 
What a clown, not to want a dumb 
wife. I only wish that my wife had 
that affliction. Well, I see it will 
take a while to cure her. Monsieur, 
I know what the trouble is: she is 
dumb! 

CiERONTE ([n pleased amazement): How 
clever of you! You have found out 
the trouble immediately! But how 
did it happen? 

SGANARELLE: Very simply: she lost her 

You see, Aristotle says... 

CGERONTE: Yes? 


speech. 


SGANARELLE: Well, Aristotle says... 
many fine things. 
understand Latin? 

CGERONTE: No, sir. I wish I did. 

SGANARELLE: You are quite sure you 
do not understand Latin? 

C/ERONTE: Yes, quite sure. 


Do FOR 200s 


SGANARELLE: In that case, your daugh- 
ter suffers from a severe case of amo 
amas amat, complicated by acute 
Gallia est omnes divisa in partes tres. 

Geronte: If only I had studied when 
I was young. 

SGANARELLE: So these vapors come 
into contact with the lungs — in 
Latin, armyan, in Hebrew, poly- 
glum. | assure you, sir, a very acute 

I recommend as treatment, 
plenty of this medicine. It always 
seems to loosen the tongue. See 
how it works. After you’ve tried it, 
Ill come back. In the meantime, 
let me stroll around your garden and 
gaze at the stars. | have some small 
knowledge of astrology, and 

GeRONTE: Astrology! Will that help? 

SGANARELLE: Not very likely, but in 
a& case as severe as this, well... 
we must leave no stone unturned. 

Music: Mock-serious theme, in and 
under. 

LEANDRE (A young man of about 20): 
Psst! Psst! Hey, Doctor. 

SGANARELLE: Who calls? 

LeaNpRE: Over here, in the tulip bed. 
I don’t want anyone to see me. 

SGANARELLE: Are you dreadfully sick, 
young man? 

LeanpReE: No, I’m not sick at all. 

SGANARELLE: Then why do you want 
the attentions of a doctor? 

LEANDRE: Listen, and I will tell you 
all. My name is Leandre. I love 
Lucinda and want you to help me 
see her, as I am forbidden to enter 
her home. 


Case, 


I have a little plan in 
which you can help me, and upon 
which my life and happiness depend. 

SGANARELLE: What? Would you have 
a great doctor mix in love affairs? 





LEANDRE: I can help you cure Lucinda, 
too. 

SGANARELLE: Then | am all ears. Hers 
is, indeed, a very difficult case. 

LeANDRE: I must tell you, Monsieur, 
that Lucinda’s malady is all pure 
make-believe. 

SGANARELLE: What? 

Leanpre: You needn’t make such a 
racket! 

SGANARELLE: I'll make as loud a 
racket as I please, you impudent 
scoundrel! 

LeANDRE: Gently, gently, Monsieur. 
It is true that she has pretended to 
this illness, so that she will not have 
to marry with Cleante. 
me, and I love her. Do you not 
think it right that we should wed? 

SGANARELLE: For a price, I might be 
induced to think so... 

LeaNpreE: Here. This purse of gold. 

SGANARELLE: Yes, ves, Leandre. [ am 
always ready to help the course of 
true love. I have a plan. Listen 
closely. 

Leanpre: What am I to do? 

SGANARELLE: Dress yourself up as an 
apothecary, with great long robe and 
flowing whiskers, and come back to 
this house within the hour. Then. . 

LEANDRE: Then? 

SGANARELLE: Leave all the rest to me. 

Music: Romantic theme, in and under. 

SGANARELLE: My young friend! Back 
so soon? Good. 

LeANDRE: I don’t think I make a bad 
apothecary. I shall fool them all 
without any trouble. 

SGANARELLE: You shall indeed. Why, 
if I could fool them, so can you. 

LeaNpRE: What’s that? 

SGANARELLE: Heaven help me, I don’t 


She loves 


Let 
I don’t know a 


know a thing about medicine! 
me confide in you. 
thing. They made me a 
I left school at the end of the sixth 
grade — though [| must confess it 
was my fourth year in the same class, 
which made me a bit older. Now 
I’m a doctor. When a shoemaker 
spoils a shoe, there’s Heaven to pay, 


doctor. 


but when a doctor spoils a patient, 
why he’s dead, and that’s all there is 
to it. Dead men tell no tales, as 
they say. But look you: here they 
come, Monsieur Apothecary. 

GERONTE (Fading on): Doctor, | was 
looking for you. 

SGANARELLE: How is the patient? 

GeRONTE: Wonderful, wonderful! She 
has recovered her speech. Look, 
here she comes. 

Luctnpa (Fading on): Yes, Father, I 
have recovered my speech. The 
medicine has made me so giddy I 
forgot what I was about. My speech 
will only serve to tell you that I will 
marry no one but Leandre, and it 
is useless to force Cleante on me. 
Nothing can shake me in this reso- 
lution. 
arguments useless, all threats pur- 


All words are hopeless, all 


poseless. I will submit to no such 


tyranny. Never, never, never! 
(JERONTE: Doctor, great 


make her dumb again 


Sganarelle, 


SGANARELLE: I can make you deaf, if 
that’s any consolation. 

GERONTE: Many thanks. As for 
Lucinda, she shall marry Cleante 
tonight. 

Luctnpba: I would sooner die. 

SGANARELLE: Stop this argument. I[ 
know of a remedy that will cure her! 











GERONTE: You do? 

SGANARELLE: Yes. I need the services 
of this young man whom you see 
before you. He is my assistant, an 
apothecary. 

GERONTE: Pleased to meet you, Mon- 
sieur. If you are any help in the 
curing of my daughter, I am eter- 
nally grateful. 

SGANARELLE: Just let arrange 
everything. You see, Master Ger- 
onte, the only cure I know of for your 
daughter is one Matrimonium pill. 
The apothecary here will persuade 
her to take it at once. 

GERONTE: Matrimonium pill? 

SGANARELLE: Give her also one dose of 
Elopement-itus, Monsieur Apothe- 
cary. Take her to the other side of 
the garden wall, and administer the 
drugs. 

LeANDRE (Fading): | 


me 


will, Monsieur 
Doctor. Come along, Lucinda. 

Luctnpa (Fading): The apothecary’s 
voice! 


I come, I come! 


GERONTE: Tell me, Doctor. 


What are 





those drugs you just mentioned? 
I don’t believe I’ve ever heard of 
them before! 

SGANARELLE: We use them in very 
extreme cases. 

GERONTE: Did you ever see such im- 
pudence as my daughter’s concern- 
ing that Leandre scoundrel? 

SGANARELLE: No, never. 

(ERONTE: You know, I believe she is 
just the kind of girl who would 
elope with him. I must take care 
that they never see each other again. 
In the meantime, Doctor, tell me 
what I can do to repay you? What 
is your price? 

SGANARELLE: Only this: never ask me 
for a professional service again. Such 
a day as this, | have never had be- 
fore in my life, and if ever, ever, 
ever again in this world Sganarelle 
is a doctor, you may rest assured 
that he will be a doctor in spite of 
himself. 

Music: Rollicking theme, full to finish. 

THE END 
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* In addition to the plays for holidays and special occasions in this issue, * 
subscribers may also obtain plays from previous issues: 


* * 
April 17th — Jefferson's Birthday 


Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 
Tuomas Jerrenson's PLanx Wuose Bierupayr Is Ir? 
Tavern Meerino Youno Tom Jerrerson 


Radio Plays 


GENTLEMAN FROM VIRGINIA 
Two Acainet Napo.zeon 


April 19th — Patriot's Day 


(Paul Revere) 


Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 
Devos tn THe Dus« Pavut Revere Rives Acain 
Pau. Revere's Cloak No Braver Soupier 


Son or Liperry 
Tue Lrrrce Parrior 


April 23rd — Shakespeare's Birthday 
Junior and Senior High 
Tue SHakesrearean Tovucn 
Jupiru's Faruer 


TaLent Scouts 
Tus Forest AgpEn 


Easter and Spring 


Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 
A Hooxy Houmay Fatner's Easter Hat 
Aw Ove To Spring Easter Bunny Maacic 
Tu irs ann Two Lips Finer Day or Arprit 
Bunnies anp Bonnets Apait Foo. 
Tue Goon Eco Morner Eantu's New Darss 
Spaine Fever Tue Maaic Eco 
Tue Case or true Easter Bonnet Tus Basurut Bower 
Hearts anp Flowers Riot or Apoprion 


Tomorrow Is Easter 
Noruine To Wear 


Lower Grades 


Tae Cuoosine or Easter Raperr Tue Lazy Lrrrce Ratnoror 
PLantTine Time Miss Rosin's ScHooL 

Tue Gaeen Tuvue Bonny Picwi 

Late Sraina Tae Bunnrtanp Bricape 
Jacx Frosr's Goopsye Grrr Tue Finest Flowers 
Sraino le Hexe Eaerer Eco Rowwine 

Tue Crackep Easter Eoo Wererino Witt0ow's Harry Day 
Tue Woop Fork anp Tue Litrer Bucs Harry Easten TO Manor 
Hete Wanren ror Easter Tue Garew Pirer 

Tue Seven Lirrie Seeps Tae Harry Garpener 

Tue NAMING OF THe FLoweRs Tae Marriower 

Tue Finer Easter Eoos Ricky anp THe Ecos 


Spring Neiousonrs 





Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current 
issue, may be produced royalty-free by subscribers. Single copies of individual plays 
may be purchased by current subscribers only for 25c each (50c to nonsubscribers), 
When ordering scripts, please give name under which subscription is listed. Other- 
wise regular price of 50c per copy will be charged. To eliminate bookkeeping, we sug- 
gest that payment accompany playbook orders, especially for small quantities. 
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Round-the-Year Plays for 
Children 


by Atice Very 


A collection of 35 royalty-free short plays for all 
the important holidays and festive occasions 
throughout the year. Included are adaptations 
of folk tales and legends, nature plays, and 
special dramatizations for the four seasons of the 
year. Lively plots, easy to produce. 


Lower and Middle Grades 279 pages; $3.50 


Blue-Ribbon Plays 
for Graduation 
edited by Syivia E. KamermMan 


An anthology of one-act, royalty-free plays suit- 
able for commencement programs. This book con- 
tains an exciting variety of dramatic material 
to highlight graduation and promotion exercises 
including an pageant on the long 
struggle for human rights, a song pageant on 
the growth of America, light comedies, etc. 


impressive 


Junior and Senior High 203 pages; $3.50 


Four-Star Plays for Boys 
edited by A. 8. Burackx 


These 15 one-act plays for all-boy casts offer a 
wide range of settings (Sherwood Forest, a news 
paper office, a circus, a modern living room, etc 

and a variety 


of characters (cowboys, clowns 


pirates, space men, and modern 


Easy to produce 


teen-agers 


Lower Grades through Senior High 237 pages; $3.50 


*Listed in the Booklist of the A.L.A. 
WWilson Standard Catalog Cards Available 





Royaliy-Gree Plays for Young People 


STANDARD CLOTHBOUND EDITIONS 


Recently Published 


Prize PLays ror Teen-AGEeRs*¥ 
by Helen Louise Miller 
Junior High and Older 

MELODRAMAS 

AcToRs*® 
by Earl J. Dias 
Junior High and Older. 263 pages; $4.00 

Rapio Ptays or Famous Srories*¥ 
by Lewy Olfson 
Junior High and Older 250 pages; $3.75 

Mystery PLays ror Younc Peorp.e¥ 
by John Murray 
Junior High and Older 372 pages; $4.00 

PaTriotic PLays aND ProGRrams*¥ 
by Aileen Fisher and Olive Rabe 
Lower Grades through Junior High 418 pages; $4.00 


504 pages; $5.00 


AND Farces ror YOUNG 


r——Previously published and still popular!-—— 


Junton PLays ror ALL Occasions**¥ 


Hark and McQueen $5.00 
Pays FoR Livinc AND LEARNINGY 

Miller $3.75 
Bivue-Ripspon PiLays ror GrirRis¥ 

Kamerman $4.00 


Unrrep Nations PLays aNp ProGrams*¥ 
Fisher and Rabe $3.75 


SHort Piays ror Auit-Boy Casts** 
Howard $3.00 
HeaLTH AND Sarery Ptays AND PRo- 
GRAMS *®* 
Fisher $3.75 
One-Act Piays ror Aut-Girt Casts** 
Paradis $3.00 


Twenty-Five Piays ror Hoimarys** 

Hark and McQueen $4.00 
Hourpay Procrams ror Bors anp GrIRLs* 

Fisher $3.75 
LirrLe Piays por Lirrte PLayvers**¥ 

Kamerman $3.50 
Houimay Piays ror Teen-AGERS** 

Miller $4.00 
MopEeRN Comepies ror YouNG PLayrers** 

Hark and McQueen $4.00 
Piays For Great Occasions¥ 

DuBois $3.75 
Cyuristmas Plays ror YouNG Actors** 


Burack $3.50 
Rapio PLiays ror Younc Prorie**® 

Hackett $3.75 
100 PLays ror CHILpREN** 

Burack $5.00 
Own Stace ror TeEeN-AGeRs** 

Miller 
CarReeER Piays ror Youne Propie** 

Richmond $3.75 
SpeciaL Piays ror Spectat Days*¥ 

Hark and MeQueen $3.75 








PLAYS, INC., Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 





